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PUBLISHED    BY   JOHN    CHURCH,    JR, 


PREFACE. 


This  little  work  contains  a  very  choice  selection  of  old  and  new  Spiritual  songs,  for  the  usa 
of  Revivals  and  Sabbath  schools,  together  with  a  very  plain  and  progressive  course  of  vocal 
instruction  for  beginners. 

The  object  of  this  Book  is  more  for  the  benefit  of  the  Sabbath  school,  than  a  pecuniary 
interest ;  therefore  I  have  placed  the  price  so  exceedingly  low  that  every  family  and  Sabbath 
school  can  obtain  them. 

Mr.  Geo.  F.  Root,  and  Wm.  B.  Beadbdrt,  have  kindly  tendered  me  the  use  of  some  of  their 
popular  music,  for  which  I  feel  very  grateful. 

In  offering  this — these  "  Early  Blossoms  " — it  is  with  an  earnest  wish  that  it  may  prove  a 
blesssing,  and  gladden  the  hearts  of  many. 

PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  Eighteen  Hundred  and  Sixty-two,  by 

PHILIP  PHILLIPS, 

in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States,  for  the  Southern  District  of  Ohio. 

STEREOTTPED  AT  THE  FBANKLI»  TrPB  FODNDRT,   CINCINNATI,   O. 


EA.III.Y   BI.OSSOMS. 


RUDIMENTS    OF    MUSIC. 

THE   SCALE. 

Ascending.  Descending. 


■**• 


-O' 


1         2 


The  notes  representing  the  Scale,  and  all  musical  exercises  and  tunes,  are  written  upon 
and  between  five  parallel  lines  and  their  spaces,  called  a  staff;  thus : 


1st  added  line  above. . 


6th  line,  - 
4th  line. 
3d  line.  - 
2d  line.  • 
lat  lino.  ■ 


1st  added  space  above. 


4th  space. 


3d  space. 


2d  space. 


1st  space. 


1st  added  space  below. 
1st  added  line  below. 

RISING  AND  FALLING  ONE  DEGREE  OF  THE  SCALE. 


-© — o — a — a—d— 

B        E        F        F       F 

E 

— ©- 
E 

0     how  Bweet  the  hour 

of 

son, 

-Gt ^ G =^ G 


s=r,^zi:Ei: 


PFBFEFE  EFE 

When    in    glad  -  ness  here    \re  throng,    here     %re    throng. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


RISING  AND  FALLING  TWO  DEGREES  OF  THE  SCALE. 


F 

Gen 


F 
tlo 


G 

Bpir 


F 

its, 


G  A 

kind     and 


A 

free, 


G 

Blend 


G  A 

sweet  -  est 


G 
har 


G  F 

mo    -    ny. 


RISING  AND  FALLING  THREE  DEGREES  OF  THE  SCALE. 


-«- 


■:o- 


~Q— 


E 
Now 


F         G         A         A         G        F         E 

as  -  cend  -  ing,    now     do  -  scend  -  ing, 

RISING  AND  FALLING  FOUR  DEGREES  OF  THE  SCALE. 


E 
All 


F 
oiir 


G         F         G         G         F         E 

Toi  -  ces     sweet  -  ly     blend  -  ing. 


E  F  G  A 

Let       ns      make     our 


E         E 
learn     to      ding. 


RISING  AND  FALLING  FIVE  DEGREES  OF  THE  SCALE. 


^izzsizz?- 


-o —  g- 


D         E        F        E         F        G 

Hap  -  py     days     ara      glid  -  ing 


F 
o'er 


G 
us, 


A        B 

■While    we 


A 

gai 


-—Or 
D 


A         G         F 

ly     join      in      cho  -  ms. 


THE  SCALE  AS  IT  APPEARS  ON  THE  STAFF. 

RISING  AND  FALLING  SIX  AND  SEVEN  DEGREES  OF  THE  SCALE. 


._a-__©- 


12345678      87654321 

BFGABCDE      EDCBAGFK 

Praise  God    from  wliom   all     bless  -  inga   flow,      Praise  him     all      creat  -  ures  hero       bo  -  low. 


RUDIMENTS  OP  MUSIC. 
EXERCISE   FOR  PRACTICE. 


-6>— -O— ^- 


1  324354657687283 

Do       Mi       B9       Fa      Hi      Sol      Fa       La      Sol       Si       La       Do      Si       Be       Do       Mi 


COMPARATIVE  TABLE  OF  THE  RELATIVE  VALUE  OF  THE  NOTES. 

One  Whole  Kote,  and  Whole  Best. 


Two  Half  Notes,  and  two  Half  Bests. 


Four  Quarter  Notes,  and  Bests. 

0 

y*          m          f          »          >*          m 

(• 

i          \         \          \        \          \         \          \ 

1 

[- 

Eight  Eighth  Notes,  and  Bests. 


'3~1E3}EIE31 


-"^f— ?- 


Sixteen  Sixteenth  Notes,  and  Bests. 


m^^^M^i^'i^MJ^S&^i 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


For  greater  convenience  in  reckoning  the  duration  of  notes  or  length  of  sounds,  Music  is 
divided  up  into  small  equal  portions.  These  portions  are  called  Measures,  and  the  perpen- 
dicular lines  dividing  them  are  called  £ars. 

Bar.  Measure.  Bar.  Measure.  Bar.  Measure.   Bar.  Measure.  Bar.  Measure.  Close. 


There  may  be  various  kinds  of  notes  in  a  measure,  but  there  must  be  an  equal  amount  in 
every  measure ;  that  is,  one  measure  must  contain  as  much  in  the  aggregate  as  another,  with 
the  exception  of  the  first  and  last  measures  in  a  piece  of  music,  which  sometimes  are  not  full. 

The  fractional  figures  placed  at  the  beginning  of  a  piece  of  music,  shows  the  kind  of  time, 
and  also  the  kind  and  number  of  notes  that  fill  a  measure,  thus : 

QUADKUPLE  TIME.  SEXTUPLE  TIME. 

Accented  on  the  1st,  and  slightly     Accented  on  the  Ist 
on  the  3d  beat,  or  count.         and  4th  beat,  or  count. 


DOUBLE  TIME. 

Accented  on  the 

1st  beat,  or  count. 


TKIPLE  TIME. 
Accented  on  the 
1st  beat,  or  count. 


— ^ — 


-4 — 


^ 


The  upper  figure  shows  what  kind  of  time  it  is,  or  how  many  counts  or  beats  in  each 
measure. 

The  lower  figure  shows  what  kind  of  a  note  takes  one  beat  or  count,  or  what  kind  of  notea' 
fill  the  measure. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  THE  MOTIONS  OF  THE  HAND  IN  BEATING  TIMR 

( DOUBLE  TIME.        TBIPLE  TIME.  QUADEUPLE  TIME.  SEXTUPLE  TIME. 


Big-ht. 


•ye-i 


•U9I 


•«aa 


KUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC.  m 

Each  kind  of  time  has  three  different  varieties  of  notes  to  fill  a  measure,  thus : 

DOUBLE  TIME.      TRIPLE  TIME.    QUADRUPLE  TIME.    SEXTUPLE  TIME. 

S^^      3=3E^       ^^^       ^=^=E 

-3i   -±:   ±z        =iL-:^i&        -3z   dt   ^        =iiiit=&: 

In  the  performance  of  a  piece  of  music,  the  time  miist  be  computed  as  steadily,  and  with 
the  same  accuracy  and  regularity,  as  the  tick  of  a  clock;  the  pupil  can  not  be  too  particular 
in  this  important  pi'inciple. 

THE  STAFF. 

The  different  sounds  of  the  Scale  are  named  after  the  first  seven  letters  of  the  alphabet, 
viz. :  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  G. 

The  Scale  may  begin  on  either  of  the  above  letters. 

There  are  two  kinds  of  Staves  in  general  use,  one  is  called  the  Treble  Staff,  and  one  the 
Ba/is  Staff. 

The  different  Staves  are  distinguished  by  characters  placed  at  the  beginning  of  the  staff, 
called  Clefs 

TREBLE  STAFF,  WITH  LETTERS. 


Treble  Clef,    -fi^ -—g.—^—_- — — — iV    Ladies'  part. 


w 


BASS  STAFF,  WITH  LETTERS. 


P 


Bass  Clef.       z^- — cr — " — Ir    Gentlemen's  part. 


The  letters  as  seen  above  are  never  changed  ;  they  are  always  found  the  same  as  above  on 
the  Bass  Staff,  and  the  same  as  above  on  the  Treble  Staff.  Sharps  or  Flats  do  not  change 
them. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


EXERCISES. 

THE  SCALE,  TO  BE  SUNG  IN  DOUBLE  TIME, 
Down  TTpdu     dn     du    du     du     du     du 


du      du     du     du     du     du    d u    dn 


Do      Ke      Mi      Fa     Sol     La      Si      Do       Do        Si      La     Sol      Fa      Mi     Ke     Do 
Praise  God,  from  whom  aU    blessings    flow  ;  Praise  him,  all     creatures    here     be  -  low. 

EXEKCISE  IN  DOUBLE  TIME, 
u  d         u        d         u        d 


Do     Mi     Sol     Sol    La  Sol  La  Si  Do     Sol     Do       Si 
Sing    we     now    in        Dou  -  ble     Measure,    One    and 
Down  Up       du  dududu 


La     Sol     Fa     Mi      Ee 
all     the  strain  pro  -  long ; 
d         u         d        u       d  n 


-|2— 


-^ — si- 


Do      Do     Do     Do    Fa  Mi  Fa  Sol  Do     Do     Do     Sol     Fa     Mi      Be     Do     Sol 
Down   Tip 


Mi     Sol     Sol    La  Sol  La  Si  Do     Sol     Do     Do      Ee     Ee     Mi     Ee      Do 
Dou  -  ble    Measure,        0 1    what  pleas  -  ure     Et  -  er     shall    be    found  in     song. 
Down  Up       du  dudududududu 


Ladies. 


Gentlemen. 


Ladie& 


Gentlemen. 


Do    Fa  Mi  Fa  Sol  Do    Do       Do     Do     Sol     Sol 


Sol     Do 


*  The  curred  lines  from  one  note  to  the  other  are  called  slurs ;  two  notes  are  to  be  sung  to  one  syllable. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


THE  SCALE,  IN  TRIPLE  TIME. 
Down  Left  TJpdlu  din  dlu  dlu  diu  dlu  dludludlu  dlu  dludludludludlu 


Do      Re     Mi     Fa      Sol     La      SI       Do        Do      Si       La     Sol     Fa      Mi      Ke     Do 


Down  Left    Tip 

n 

d 

1 

EXERCISE  IN  TRIPLE  TIME, 
u     d         1         u     d  1       u     d  1       u 

dl      u 

dlu    dlu 

d         1 

1  y    1 

1          1          ' 

, 

\              1 

]JL.  O  m        *        I*     a 

— 

_ 

1      r 

'J\      J 

f2-'       Cl  • 

i9                0 

fe^t— t=^l£ 

S       S       d 

=©-     " 

si      a* 

^ 

V       1     ■ 

Do,    Do,    Do,   Si, 
Down  Left    Up    d 

Si, 
1 

Si,   La,     La,    La,  Sol,          This    is    Tri  -  pie  Meas  -  urc ;    Trip,  Trip, 
ud         1        udlndludludludlnd         1 

f^:^-^    ^    H 

/»- 

— ,*- 

^ 

* •— • 

-'^--^ 

-S 0- 

-^— ^ 

^Ef^:- 

— i i — 

1-^   '<  *    •    * 

1 

i_ 

. 

a      \ 

j 

1         1 

^  •    1  o  • 

i      S   ' 

1 

d  I  u 


A      1       u     dl      u     dl      iidlu     din 


^=1=^ 


0—0 


:t: 


t~^"' 


n 


k 


Triple,  Trip,  Trip,  Triple,  Triple,  Triple,  Triple  Measure,        This     is    Tri  -  pie  Meas  -  nre. 
n  dl         u  d  1  u  dludludludludlti 


N-iv 


f=^Jt=zw 


-q: 


^^K 
-^*-i 


.0 — 0 — 0 — 0. 


Xm^z-^r-  ^ZL^/-\-/z^/ii-/z:^. 


■^=^= 


It 


■^--=5=E 


♦  The  dot  adds  one  half  to  the  Talue  of  the  note  that  precedes  it. 


19 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


THE  SCALE,  IN  QUADRUPLE  TIME. 
Down  Left  Right  Up  dlru  dlru  dim  dlru  diru  dlru  dlru     dlru    dlru    dlvu  diru  dim   dim  dlru  dim 


=^=^^?Ep 


ii 


Up  Down  Left 


SONG  OF  THE  INTERVALS,  IN  QUADRUPLE  TIME. 

From  the  "Musical  Bouquet.' 
Right     Up,  etc. 


1*     -0-  -m-    '    '    ' 


A  song  of  the    in  -  tervals.  Song  of  the   in  -  terrals,  What  shall     it      be  ?    One  to  two    is     a 


=5==i=t 


:q: 


1 1 i-f — ^ — +— + p 

.0 — g — #-L(S 0 \^0  ^0 — « — • — «_Lt_« — ff — t — « .« — L 


■whole  step;       Two  to  three  is     a  whole  step  ;        Three  to  four  is     a     ha-  ha-  ha-  ha- half  step; 


■4—\ ^=1=::J^=^±=:=i=:i^=l 


-r^:^ 


Four    to     five      is     a  whole  step ;      Five  to  six     is     a  whole 


whole  step ;      Seven    to    eight    is 


a     ha-  ha-  ha-  ha-  half  step ;  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 


=^=r^ 


d±=i!v 


ha,     ha,      ha,     ha,    ha  I 


What  a    qneer  song    is 


the  song    of     the       in  -   ter  -  vals. 


■i'SmaU  I  •  over  notes  signify  that  the  notes  must  be  sung  short,  distinct,  and  quick. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 

THE  SCALE,  IN  SEXTUPLE  TIME. 


11 


Down  Down  Left  Eight  TTp  Up,  etc. 


wmm 


i 


"THE  LITTLE  CHURCH." 

EXERCISE    IN    SEXTUPLE   TIME. 


/-J^ 


f— 7. 1 l-r-i N — I :i-r-\ .^p    Si  r-^ J— W        P.- 


1.  Far  up     the  mountain      yon   -  der,  There  stands  a  church  alone; 

2.  It  stands,  a    sol  -  emu    warn  -  ing,  How  time  must     all    bereave; 

3.  And  when  the  bells  are      ring   -  ing  At      ear   -   ly    morning  hour, 

4.  The  gen  -  tlo  peal  brings    o'er       me    A   thought  of       a  -  ges  gone  ; 


With  joy    and  pain   I 
The    pur  -  pie   hues   of 
You'll  hear  the  soft  wind 
Methinks     I       see    be- 


pon     -■    der   Up  -  on      its  ruined 

morn  -   ing.  Its      Sun  -  day  garments 

bring  -   ing   An      ech   -  o  from  its 

fore         me,  A        pil  -  grim  band  move 


stone,  Up  -  on       its        ruined      stone. 

weave,  Its     Sun  -  day    garments   weave. 

tower,  An    ech   -   o        from  its     tower. 

on,  A       pil  -  grim  band  move  on. 


g5 


:^I=^= 


iHii 


-^ — rr 


^=E3= 
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RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


CHROMATIC  SCALE  ASCENDING. 

In  singing  the  Chromatic  Scale  Ascending,  the  letter  "i"  should  always  receive  the 


Bound  of  ee;  thus,  Di  is  pronounced  Dee,  etc. 


J^-E^^ZEfi,- 


D 

Be 


Ki 


CHROMATIC  SCALE  DESCENDING. 

In  singing  the  Chromatic  Scale  Descending,  the  letter  "e"  should  always  receive  the 
Bound  of  the  English  long  a;  thus,  Se  is  pronounced  Sa;  Le,  La,  etc. 


C  B        Bb         A        A[j         G 

Do  Si         Se  La        Le         Sol 

DIAGRAM  OF  THE  DIATONIC  SCALE. 


F  E        E[j         D 

Fa         Mi      Me         Be 
DIAGRAM  OF  THE  CHROMATIC  SCALE. 


8 Do— 

— 7 — Si — 


-B- 


I   Half  Step. 

Whole  step. 


-5 — Sol- 


Whole  step. 

Whole  step. 
Half  step. 
Whole  step. 

Whole  step. 


-%- 


-H 


4- 

I — 3- 


-D 


n 


1  Half  step. 
I   Half  step. 

Half  step. 

Half  step. 
j  Half  step. 
J  Half  step. 
\  Half  step. 
J  Half  step, 
I  Half  step. 
\   Half  step. 

Half  step. 

Half  step. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 
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There  are  but  two  different  scales,  Diatonic  and  Chromatic. 

The  Diatonic  scale  has  but  two  half  steps,  or  tones  j  they  always  occur  between  3  and  4, 
and  7  and  8.     See  Diagram. 
The  Chromatic  scale  are  all  half  steps.    See  Diagram. 
A  Sharp  (4i),  raises  a  note  one  halftone. 
A  Flat  (t>),  depresses  a  note  one  half  tone. 
A  Natural  (h)  restores  a  note  to  its  original  state. 

Whenever  a  Sharp  (j^),  Flat  ([?),  or  Natural  (jq)  occurs  in  a  piece  of  music,  it  is  called  an 
Accidental. 


TREBLE  AND  BASS  STAVES  LETTERED. 


Treble 
staff. 

BRACE. 

Bass  staff. 


i 


^^ 


The  letters  as  seen  above  on  the  Treble  and  Bass  staves  are  never  changed. 


DIFFERENT  SCALES  AND  THEIR  SIGNATURES. 


Scale  of  G,  signature  1  ^. 
Scale  of  D,  signature  2  :^q^. 
Scale  of  A,  signature  3  tr^ff'- 
Scale  of  E,  signature  4  i^i^i^^. 


Scale  of  F,  signature  1  \). 
Scale  of  B\),  signature  2  [?[?. 
Scale  of  Eb,  signature  3  \)\)\y. 
Scale  of  At),  signature  4  b  b  b  b» 


Every  scale  has  two  kinds  of  intervals,  Large  and  SmalL 

The  Large  are  called  whole  tones;  the  Small  are  called  half  tones;  the  half  tones  always 
occur  in  every  Major  scale  between  3  and  4,  and  7  and  8. 
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RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


INCIDENTAL  TEKMS  AND  MARKS. 


Piano,  po.  or  p;  soft  or  loud. 

Forte,  for.  or/;  strong  or  loud. 

Mezzo  or  m;  middle  or  usual  force. 

Pianissimo  or  pp ;  very  soft. 

Fortissimo  or^/';  very  loud. 

Crescendo  or  ores;  ~<  begin  soft  and  in- 
crease. 

Diminuendo  or  dim;  >-  begin  loud  and  de- 
crease. 

Forzando  or  forz;  -=c=-  sudden  cres.  and 
dim. 


the  union  of  cres.  and 
•    short  and  dis- 


Sicell;    — «c: 
dim. 

Staccato;    f   I    f   or 
tinct. 

Pause;  iTs  suspension  of  the  regular  time. 
Pa  Capo  or  P.  C. ;  turn  to  the  beginning. 
Pa    Capo   or  Al    seg.;    turn    back    to   the 
sign  jf?. 
Fine;  the  end  of  the  piece. 
Accent;  >  strong  stress  of  voice. 


TRANSPOSITION  KEY. 

Transposition  is  merely  removing  the  scale  from  one  place  or  position  upon  the  staif,  either 
higher  or  lower.  As  we  move  the  scale,  either  higher  or  lower,  it  will  be  necessary  to  intro- 
duce sharps  and  flats,  so  as  to  retain  the  half  steps  between  3  and  4,  and  7  and  8. 

The  different  scale  of  sharps  are  transposed  in  fifths,  counting  C  as  one,  thus: 

Five  above  C  comes  on  G,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  one  sharp,  key  of  G. 
Five  above  G  comes  on  D,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  two  sharps,  key  of  D. 
Five  above  D  comes  on  A,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  three  sharps,  key  of  A. 
Five  above  A  comes  on  E,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  four  sharps,  key  of  E. 

The  different  scale  of  flats  are  transposed  in  fourths,  counting  C  as  one,  thus: 

Four  above  C  comes  on  F.  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  one  flat,  key  of  F. 
Four  above  F  comes  on  B  flat,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  two  flats,  key  of  B  flat. 
Four  above  B  flat  comes  on  E  flat,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  three  flats,  key  of  E  flaL 
Four  above  E  flat  comes  on  A  flat,  which  forms  the  new  scale  of  four  flats,  key  of  A  flat. 

One  oa  Do  is  always  found  on  the  Key. 


RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 
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THE  DIFFERENT  KEYS  AND  THEIR  SIGNATURES  AS  THEY  APPEAR 

ON  THE  STAFF. 


OCTAVES. 
Bo  C 


OCTAYES. 
ro.^C 


p^zzzizn— =rr      rsy=iz=:=rr 

No  sharps  or  flats,  Do  or  One  is  on  C.  '¥(?) — " rr      r^ o f  f    Key  of  C. 


One  sharp,  Do  or  One  is  on  G. 


Two  sharps,  Do  or  One  is  on  D. 


Three  sharps,  Do  or  One  is  on  A. 


Four  sharps.  Do  or  One  is  on  E. 


J)o-(9-G 
Do.G 


mm  e^^f 


Key  of  G. 


Do  G 


Doj2.D 


: :    Key  of  D. 


^  U  Do^A^  


Do   A 


Do  A 
Do  E 


mi  lipn  — 


Do-6i^fi 
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RUDIMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 


OCTAVES. 


1)0  F 


OCTAVES. 
Do  F 


One  flat,  Do  or  One  is  on  F. 


ime  m 


:  Key  of  F. 


Two  flats,  Do  or  One  is  on  B  flat. 


Three  flats,  Do  or  One  is  on  E  flat. 


Do  B 


:i      ^z^EEEeS  ^^y«^^l>- 


DoTp-B 


Do  E 


Do  B 
Do  E 


Do-«*-E 


Do.^A 


Do  A 
-Q- 


Four  flats,  Do  or  One  is  on  A  flat.       E^S,? — FE      aL|2  fez : 

ffiz£Ez?=J:E     F^Pj?-— g — 


Keyof  At>. 


After  becoming  perfectly  familiar  witli  all  the  preceding  Rudiments,  you  will  be  prepared 
to  practice  plain  Church  music. 


SOCIA.L    ISIUSIO. 


From  "SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  KOOT. 


)~-^-^- 


:ti^4fc.-t 


-i^— k^-H-- 


tf- 


-t^-t^ 


1.  Out    on  the  prai  -  rie,  Out    on  the  prai  -  rie,  Out     on  the  prai  -  rle,  There  is  where  I  dwell ; 

TEXOR  AND  ALTO.    ,  ,  |  l\        S^        ' 


— j» 1 — I i-i — ' d  ^^ — ^  V^ '-J 


:VdV:^ 


-I — m — «l^  i-e. ■ — 


P33 


2.  Come  to  the  prai  -  rie,  Come  to  the  prai  -  rie,  Come   to   the  prai  -  rie,  Reaching  far  and  wide ; 

BASS. 


iV-^ 


V— v^ 


-^ 


-1- 


i 


E^fe-^^l 


j^^-^. 


To  the  crowded  cit  -  y,    To  the  crowded  cit   -   y,    To  the  bus  -  y  throng,  I    say    farewell. 


I I      N    A     S     N  J       J       ,S     N     N     N  J       J      ,'        I    j 


Leave  the  crowded  cit   -  y.  Leave  the  crowded  cit  -  y,  Leave  the  busy  throng.  And  all    its  pride. 


§i=t±:aE&=' 


■^-  s    s— is- 


■^--jj—g- 


m^ 
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From  "SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  ROOT.   1 
1 .  O'er  prairie  green  and  fair,  We  're  galloping,  galloping  on ;  As  free,  as  free  as  air.  We  're  galloping,  galloping 


Hi: 


1^1; 


>-^-i^-j^-jih-^^j-^-j^ 


1 


-t- ^ 


^^& 


tzX^ 


I--OI \--^ 1 1 — f 


:ii 


izzifi-: 


.^    P_ , f—. V 


2.  Thro'  beds  of  lovely  flow'r3,We  're  galloping,  galloping  on ;  As  rich  na  maidens'  bo'w'rs,We  're  galloping,  gal- 

[loping 

-«--,= — 0-^0-'-0- 


y'U^ir 


V^-7- 


V — —^^^- 


-0-  0-0-0- 


V^-t^-4 


fei 


y-T 


i^-#- 


on  ;  Where'er  we  go,  no  bounds  arise  Except  the  blue  and  cloudless  skiea.  We  're  galloping,  galloping  on, 
11  [We  .'re  galloping,  galloping  on. 

}— 0.0-0-  -0  0  0-c  -0-0  0  0-A-0-0  0-0-1-0  0  0  0-\-0-0-0 — P-P- — I  —1 4— i— ^^-^  -i    '^^H — I  rr 
»•# P-Y^-^-0-0-Y^-\-.r-0-Y^-w- 00-v—  \-.--F- [-0 — -0-^ — ~^\—'ir-h*-^--^-s^^s     '  -'4t- 


on ;  Tho'  every  seed  by  natui-e's  hand,  Was  scattered  o'er  the  goodly  land,  We  're  galloping,  galloping  on, 
~                                                                                                                             [We  're  galloping,  galloping  on. 
i  ^-^s-r^  a  J,  A  I  -^  JL  A  ^-1  ^  m  x-m    I  A  A  a — Vi — ^   S    S    N    S    Si   ^T 1 — ^^- 


m 


From  "SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  ROOT. 


Id 


Twelve  o'clock !  twelve  o'clock  1 


L ^^.0  -  0:iV.0 — g — ^._l_|_^_^ — Lg — 0 — ^ 


=F 


iig^sMiiiiiii 


-#■  -•■  -••••♦^  -ft  -ii-  -*■ 


1.  Hear  the  voice  of  the  watchman  proclaiming  the  hour, 


m&^^r^^. 


Hark  ! 

— * 


rfr-=^-:: 


hark  !  Stiller  now  is  the 
» 


,te=: 


m 


-pp 


-k^ 


Twelve  o'clock  I  twelve  o'clock  ! 

DIM.     /TV 


■^^ 


fck: 


I|-ll_t|5j_ — ,;_^i — , — I — ui_j_»L-^-  J. 


I-^ 


—PP- 


-*•   tSi^ 


•6^ 


iiesilii?ig:^iii=^E-^ 


noise  and  the  tumult  of  day,  While  the  voice  of  the  watchman  is  farther  away. 


iSi 


-^-f 


#-^  F" 


:p — ^^ 
-| — g- 


■r-M-F h-^ 


^^hE 


H--^ 


t^^r'teJ__ tzj^.. 


-PP 


Hear ! 

DIM.      /'T\ 


y  tl: 
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©*ia  TEE  MikE, 


ALLEGRETTO  MODEEATO. 


From  "SABBATH  BELL,'  by  permisaion  of  G.  T.  BOOT. 


1.  O'er  the  calm  lake's  summer  tiile,  Hark  !  distant  tones  softly  glUle,  While  in  our  light  bark  we  ride, 

[Far  over  the  deep  ; 


2.  Now  the  moon  with  silver  light,  Looks  on  the  still  waters  bright.  Beautiful  queen  of  the  night,  Smile, 

[smile  on  the  deep ; 


iJi^zfNife: 


fcV 


-a^np*-* 


-«>--TB-- 


-0 — 0  0-0 


0-0-0- 


-0 0  WW 


0-0-0-0 — |g- 


0,  sweet  the  last  parting  ray  Of  summer's  day  with  music's  lay.  Mingling  with  friends  ever  dear,  As  on- 

[ward  we  sweep. 


-* — 0-0-0-yJ- 


-i^:i. 


0 ^-0-0- 


=i: 


Nr^^- 


s 


s)-. 


-0-0~r- 


§Si 


S-ti- 


t 


i;;^^ ^c * — b—^-f^^-*  t*ifzzib!'^L:i.'l:;;j::rrr:^'l — il — Lb 

ngling  with  tones  ever  dear, 
[ward  w( 

'# 0-0-aP[^^'^-W--i^ — 


0,  sweet  the  last  mellow  ray  That  fades  away !  still  music's  lay.  Mingling  with  tones  ever  dear,  As  on- 

[ward  we  sweep. 

=^!;;-i|:^i=zgig_€: 


?^^ 


»^-* 


MODERATO. 


From  "  DIAPASON,"  by  permission  of  6.  F.  B. 


irzq=Di=j=:q=q=q:: 


=3F3=? 


»l— i^-al— # 


i^"»— 1^— # 


::1-q=::i=3 


1.  Where,  where  will  bo  the  birds  that  siug,  A  hundred  years  to  come  ?  The  flow'rs  t'hat  now  in  beauty  spring,  A 


=1=::i=l — I  -H — v-=F^F^=H  -H — ^-^=^-  -J — I — ^E 


2.  Who  '11  press  for  gold  the  crowded  street,  A  hundred  years  to  come  ?  Who  tread  the  church  with  willing  feet,  A 


-^^ — h— ;^^==^-~irn~7 

: —  — ^-' — •-  -*-.-y— ^— ^ 


-5>_?_ 


^^ 


3.  We  all  within  our  graves  shall  sleep,  A  hundred  yetws  to  come  I  No  living  soul  for  us  will  weep,  A 


^r 


-*  — ^ — 0—0  -  -jl — •■ 


:=:z=t: 


1 


hundred  years  to  come  ?  The    rosy  lip,  the  lofty  brow,  The  heart  that  beats  so   gaily  now  ?  0 ! 


zir^ — I — r 


'     -0-    -9-  '^ 

hundred  years  to  come  ?  Pale,  trembling  age,  or  fiery  youth.  And  childhood  with  its  brow  of  truth  ?  The 


=!2=^=^v=]- 


r=i=^-i=? 


t: 


:F: 


iE^ 


:T 


CLI 


E^?^ 


hundred  years  to  come ;  But  other  men  our  lands  will  till.  And  others  then  our  streets  will  fill.  While 


-5— P- 


iiEE^ 


whero  will  be  love's  beaming  eyes,  Joy's  pleasant  smiles  and  sorrow's  sighs,  A  hundred  years  to  come? 


rich,  the  poor,  on  land  and  sea,  Where  will  the  mighty  millions  be,    A    hundred  years  to    come? 


l^^^=^J^^ 


i 


cAi=j:z:]-iit- 


other  birds  will  sing  as  gay,  And  bright  the  snn  be    as     to  -  day,  A    hundred  years  to    come  I 


-^-Tt=f=>. 


-^ 


fi^^ 


-41Z 


ALLEaRETTO. 


- -4-  o-tf— * — I — 


m  TEI  EilTllE, 

From  "SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  B. 
1 V0-0-S 1 f- 


::f^^: 


1.  On  the  heather,  where,  in  the  sunbeams,  Wave  the  flowers  to  the  breeze,  Naught  is  h"ard,  save  far 

[in  the  distance, 


^q::q=:i3ii=i?:2i;3:S^_^3EE^^ 


■Ttl^l^ 


iziz: 


L:5t- 


0-0-0-0- 


:i=*E?it:^EE 


2.  Ou  the  heather  I  would  be  roaming,  When  the  summer  days  are  bright,  When  the  birds,  that  far 

fin  the  distance, 
fi-0  -g • T , — -, =-r^*- 


m  f  EI  1I«EIB.    ^audtideai. 


23 


t=iJ=q-±rit--:t--=t-4- l-U: 


Songs  of  wild  birds  from  the  trees,     gently, 


gently,  In  the  fragrant  summer  breeze,       gently. 


u^ 


Softly, 


-t-g— 

softly, 


Softly, 


Wake  their  songs  of  gay  delight,  Softly,  gently,  softly,  gently.  In  the  fragrant  summer  breeze,  Softly,  gently^ 


gi||:^E^g=gj^^^E^^3 


-z^zuzzr- 


:=^-S 


^^Jf|==--nrt±±4:F^-J--H'--H-^-± 


softly,  gently,  Songs  of  wild  birds  from  the  trees,  Nauglit  is  heard,  save  far  in  the  distance.  Songs  of 
\\    ji  [wild  birds  from  the  trees. 


9-0- 


:q: 


-±±. 


*-^^j5 


::W=T 


5g 


1  o 
3ei 


tt^ 


^ 


121 


:^ 


H^-'-f 


ffi^ 


softly,  gently,  Songs  of  wild  birds  from  the  trees,  Naught  is  heard,  save  far  in  the  distance.  Songs  of 

[wild  birds  from  the  trees. 

^0-^r- , n 


ff-5- — « 


::tn: 


#-#-#-•- 


4=± 


V-^-r-|— 


tSSEpz^^^i^r^-RBEpnFF 


-ti 


t 


±r_ 
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Words  by  P.  PHILLIPS. 


Music  arranged  by  G.  F.  EOOT. 

tV:V 


1.  Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion,     the    city,   the    city  beyond   The  swellings,  the  swellings  of  Jordan,   the 

2,  Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion,   fair  mansions,  fair  mansions  so  bright,  The  Uuly,  the  Holy  of  holies,   where 


EiS?zfc' 


Christ  -  ian's  bright  home ;  What    sweet,       heavenly  music 


is        heard  in  that  clime.  By  the 


Christiau'i  the  Christian's  bright  home  ;  What  sweet,  O,  what  sweet,  heavenly  music  is  heard  in  that  clime,  in 

[that  clime,  By  tha 
God,  the  God  is  the   light ;  Thy  walls,  thv  walls  are  of   jasper,    and  streets,  and  streets  of  pure  gold,  And 


25 


saints  who  have  passed  from  the  shores  of  all  time.   No  sorrow,  nor  sighing,  no  sickness,  all  blest,  Wlicre  tho 


iigty    roll.  O    take   me,   O   LorJ  !    to   thy   dwellings   abo 


an     -     thems      of  glory 


unceasiiigiy    roll. 


saints,  by  the  saints  who  have  passed  from  the  shores  of  all  time.  No  sorrow,  nor  sigliing,  no  sickness,  all  blest,  Where  tha 
anthems,  and  anthems  of  glory  unceasingly  roll.     O    take    me,    O   Lord!    to    thy   dwellings    above.    To 


by  the  i 
an 


ffirnz—r-'- 


^E^^^=^?^ 


m^^^^^&^^^^^^^^M 


do    rest;      I    pray  and  I    long    for  that    heaven       so    fair. 


faithful,   devBt  -  ed,   and      weary 


of    thy  love;    I    pray  and  I    long    for  that    heaven        so    fair,      O 


faithfnl,   devot  -  ed,    and    weary        do    rest;      I    pray  and  1    long    for  that   heaven        so    fail 
sing,  with  the  ransomed,  the  song  of    thy  love ;      I    pray,  etc.  .  ^^ 


-0—0- 


thy 


joys        may  I     share, 


beau 


p]2z^zi^-^-^= = r :iTj, I Nrr 

O-0-0  0,-0 — 0-^0 —  d-0-4 ^0 


f.V 


ti-ful  Zi    -   ©a  !      thy 


may  I 


I   Y ^-' ^-0  -g-0-' fi 0 

l2^c=tct:t:(i=:r— t 


-^f 


:^L^-^Lu_^_z^. 


0-0 

O      beau 


iVitN: 


— ^;r-^->^l f ^ 


ti-ful  Zi 


#-. — 0 — 0- 

ti-ful  Zi    -    on  !  thy 


f   0   d  d^*- 


beautiful,  beautiful  Zion!  thy  joys,  thy  joys  may   I    share. 


,§!:i&3^£S^^±^t=^^-i=^»"^p=p 


:fcl2: 


-V-/-/-/-^!-^- 


iS±g 


-K \—0''—0- 


-V- 


beautiful,  beautiful  Zi   -  on!  thy 


■n-i^#  0  0-^- 


y-i^v 


v-w-v- 


Beautiful,  beautiful  Zi  -  on !    thou  city,  thou  city  of  God, 


gJi^-E33;j^g^ZE-IEE^|EggjsgE^Egg^|^g^ 
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Beau     -      ti-ful  Zi     -    on!    thou    cit 


y  of  God, 


Beau     -      ti-ful  Zi    -    oa ! 

-N-N-N-N-H-N- 


V- 


Beau      -      ti-ful  Zi     -    on ! 


ti-ful  Zi    -    OQ !    thou    cit 


y   of  God, 


■.^ 


'W^»^g29- 


I^tb^--^ 


-^^^f zf^_: 


Beautiful,  beautiful  Zi  -  o-a!      thou  city,  thou  city  of  God, 


Beautiful,  beautiful  Zi  -  on!     thou 


^-^.  I — — — -— — — - -— — ia"r* "5: — Nrr'^: 


p_!t_  t 1 — 1^1:5 1 — > 
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"MUSI^  I\7IiYWlIEI,* 


ALtEREETTO. 


tl=tz 


p )2-_^_^__ 


?^?^^ 


1.  Music     in   the  val  -  ley,  Music     on    the  hill,    Music     in    the  woodland,  Music     in    the    rill ; 


=1-- 


-&- 


MzzMziM—i^ 


t=|^ 


:=1: 


-»— i^— 1^— #■ 


2.  Music     by  the  fire  -  side,  Music     in    the  hall,    Music     in  the  school-room,  Music  for  us      all ; 


•— »— f — 1» ■ —4 — I — h  — ^■ 

1 — i — I — r'  -crz  -S~*—9—^-  -js. 


IP 


3.  Sing  with  joyful  voices,  Friends  and  loved  ones  dear,  Let  discord  and  trouble  Never     enter     here  ; 


*— #— «— ^ 


ipzitizti  17(3:3 : 


:2:=fs: 


:^__^: 


^m 


Music     on   the  mountain.  Music     in   tlie    air,      Music     in   the  true  heart,  Music    every -where. 


0—0 — * — tf -[-<g — &-\-0 — a—0—e 


^=q=qiiD; 


■0 — 0- 


jtziMi 


?=3:Etzjti:ztEiEI-t 


Music     in    our  sor  -  row.  Music    in    our  care.    Music     in  our  gladness.    Music     every  -  where. 


m^^^ 


9- 


Join  the  happy    cho  -  rus  Of    all    nature     fair,  Swell  the  glorious  authem.   Music     every  -  where. 


-n-^-ft~ir. 


0—0—^    -S^ Si 


ALLEaRETTO. 


1.  Catch  the  sunshine,  tho'  it  flickers  Thro'  a  dark  and  dismal  cloud,  Tho'  it  falls  so  faint  and  feeble.  On  a  heart 
n  [with  sorrow  bowed  ; 


"  ^ATm  Tim  EmmwE: 


e  sunshine,  the'  it  t 


-0,«PiHi- 


-^ — I — K-H- 


Muiit:^ 


0.0-4-S 


-h-»=gj-[*^-*-*-[si-^-»-[fYf-^ 


:— — ^^^ 


I 


2.  Catch  the  sunshine,  tho'  life's  tempest  May  unfurl  its  chilling  blast.  Catch  the  little,  hofieful  straggler,  Stormj 

[will  not  forever  last; 


9il?^ 


^4d:t==f=-!;^=tF=Ki=t^ 


Catch  it  quickly,  it  is  passing,  Passing  rapidly  away,  It  has  only  come  to  tell  you  There  is  yet  a  brighter  day. 


t-*--p^ 


f^^=« 


r^t5^-:^I:t^ 


«-ff>t — I   -l-h* — I — I 


drif5^^-i- 


st^j^Jji 


m 


■^-^ 


^*i&r* 


Don't  give  up,  and  say  forsaken.  Don't  begin  to  say,  I  'm  sad.  Look,  there  comes  a  gleam  of  sunshiDP.  Catch  it, 

[O,  it  stems  so  glad. 


psrvH — •   0-r0-0-0   0-1 — I — i — N«r-\r- 1 — I N:-l> 


if  sunshiDP.  Catch  it 
[O,  it  stems  so  glad 

0.0-0-0-1 — n 

-I — - — I — i — — 1 1 


liiT  TEOT  STILL  A  FiTllE, 


1-^-0 — 


~fi — * 


1^1 


zrzT- 


1.  Ilast  thou  still     a     fa   -   tlier,     Or       a       mother      dear?  Hast  thou    j-et      a     bro  -  ther, 


4- 


^=4:::]zz=jzz:q: 
— ^-^ — ^ — ^- 


2.     0     then    love  them  free  -  ly,     Cherish       ev'  -  ry      tie !       All     we    prize  most  dear  -  ly, 


--|--W^ 


:^: 


}-^ 


jl-—± 


-s>- 


iist 


# — ^ — *- 


-IT 


i£ 


9-&- 


fA 


3.  Still,     be     not      for -get   -  ful      Of      the  Priend  a  -  bove;    He     can     nev  -  er    per   -   ish, 


3i±ZAZd=zr: 


-I--]— ^- 


■4^^— A ^- 


ZT- 


"JLX- 


-— l-tf — ^    *  — 


r^z:^ 


iL-f:: 


liiiE^ 


a       sis  -  ter    here  ?   Hast  thou  j'et       a      bro    -    ther,      Or 


sis  -  ter    here  ? 


^  — ^ — ^ — i=C-!5 — L^ — ^— i^- 


"-(5- 


All      on    earth  must  die,      All     we    prize  most  dear    -    ly,  AH     on    earth  must  die. 


tf:: 


IHB 


And     his  name     is     love,      He     can     nev  -  er      per     -  '  ish.    And    his    name    is      love. 


l^iff — a  — a — — ' — d- 


_« — ^ — ^ — W- 
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-tA. 


1.  Have  you  seea  my  Lillie,  Sweetest,  fairest?  Have  you  seen  my  Lillie  Passing  here  to-day  ?     Lillie  so  fair. 


-0-0'a~o-^«i  0i^-i  0-i^^v^-i-^-a-d-g-^  -.-a-.^-a-a-^-'-«-i  a — l u 


;=^*3?"-^^ 


»-i  *- 


2.  Lovely  is  my  Lillie,  Brightest,  dearest,  Tripping  like  a  fairy,  O'er  the  dewy      lea;         Gentle  is  she. 


^Tz5z^^£^44iiE:±z:Ezi=zE^±?i 


fz?j!zt:f"'J 


-t-k^ 


z^i^zfzfzi    — '"I — ~^' 


I^. 


-0- 

Vi — N 


^^-5- 


-t-t? 


-0 0- 


Lillie  so  gay ;  Thro'  the  woodland,  thro'  the  valley.  Have  you  seen  my  Lillie  Passing  here  to  -  day  ? 


-0.0 "- 


=^^eSe§J^' 


^-~4^ 


ilerry  with  glee ;  By  the  fountain  softly  playing.  Have  you  seen  my  Lillie  Tripping  o'er  tho      lea  ? 


iiitfzg^ 


W-i^ici 


0—1^ 


-f— •-•—«► 


Set 


p-^—fi 


— ^-1 N 


• •-# — 0- 


m 


S2 


MiHTLY  FILL  TEE  e:\^OWFL.lEIB 


ALLEORETTO. 


From  "  SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  B. 

^ — 1 — I- 


^■i-^7:--| x^— i — it-i — i — I — ^-r 


Lishtly  full,  lightly  fiill  on  streams  so  bright, 
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Lightly  fall  the  snowflakes  down,  Lightly  fall  the  snowflakes  down.  On  the  glassy  stream  so  bright,  And 

[the  hard,  gray  frozen 
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Lightly  fall  the  snowflakes  down, 
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ground ;  What  a  tiny  little  rustling.  And  a  gentle  little  bustling,  As  they  light  on  leaflets  brown,  As  they 

[light  on  leaflets  brown. 
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ground ;  What  a  tiny  little  rustling.  And  a  gentle  little  bustling,  As  they  light  on  leaflets  brown.  As  they 

[light  on  leaflets  brown. 
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From  "  DIAPASON,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  R. 


-^^^EFSf 


'0.0- 


1.  I  live  for  those  who  love  me, Whose  hearts  arc  kind  and  true,  Forheavcn,  that  smiles  above  me,  And  waits  my  spirit  too; 


=^£^^¥=E 
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2.  I  live  to  hold  communion  With  all  that  is  divine.  To  feel  there  is  a  union  'Twixt  nature's  huart  and  mine; 


3.  I  live  to  hail  that  season  By  gifted  minds  foretold,  Where  men  shall  live  by  reason,  And  not  aloneiy  gold; 


feiflg^la^gS^^iiE^ 
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For  all  tlie  ties  that  bind  me.  For  all  the  tasks  assigned  me.  For  bright  hopes  left  behind  me,  And  the  good  that  1  may  do. 


^ 
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To  profit  by  affliction.  Reap  truths  from  fields  of  fiction,  And,  wiser  from  conviction.  Help  on  each  grand  design. 


S 
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When  man  to  man  united.  And  every  wrong  thing  righted,  The  whole  world  shall  be  lighted,  As  Eden  was  of  old. 
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From  "SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  E. 
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1.0      I  love  the  gorgeous  sunshine,  Bearing  beauty    on  its  wings !  Stealing  down  the  bright  blue 
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2.  0  what  joy  the  sunshine  bringelh  To  the  prisoner   in   his   cell!  As  he  waits,  with  anxious 
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3.  0      I    love  the  radiant  sunshine.  In  the  churchyard  gray  and  old  ! 
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Ever    on  the  still  grave* 
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e  -  ther.     With  its  life     for      growing  things.  There  is  blessing      in      the  sunshine.    For    it 
lung  -  ing,      For  the  friends  he  loves    ?o  well.     Yes,  he  hails  the       blessed    sunshine       As    a 
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fall  -  ing,       In    a  shower  of     ripp  -  ling  gold.     As   an    emblem       of      the   baptism  Which  a 
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gleams  on  rich  and  poor,  And  it  does  not  scorn  to  kiss  the  flowers  Around  the  peasant's  door. 
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proof  of  pardoned     sin,  And  he  fain  would  burst  the  prison  bars,  To     let  the   seraph       in. 
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waits  the  child  of    God,  While  his  feet  press  bravely   up  the  path  The  great  and  good  have  trod. 
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From  "SABBATH  BELL,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  It. 
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Ha,  ha,  ha!     Laughing  is  contagious,  ha,  ha,  ha!  And  sometimes  advantageous,  ha,  ha,  ha!  But 
X 
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Ha,  ha,  ha!     Laughing  is  contagious,  ha,  ha,  ha!  And  sometimes  advantageous,  ha,  ha,  ha!  But 
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ver  -  y      care  -  ful,        very  careful  be,  and     laugh, 


ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 


very  careful  be,     and  laugh  with      caution    now. 
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very  careful  be,   and     laugh  with    caution      now,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 


ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
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ver  -  y,      ver 


care  -  ful,     very  careful  be,   ha,    ha !  For  wise  men  laugh  but  rare  -  ly,  The 
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ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  very 
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reaBon  we'll  state  fairly,  They  think  it  not  becoming  To  be  found  in  any  funning.  So  their  laugh  is  very 
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low,  0  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  very  low, 


ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 


Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 


low,  0  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  h 
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low,  0 !  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ba,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !      Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
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ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha^  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha 
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From  "SABBATH  BELIi,"  by  permission  of  G.  F.  R. 
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1.  How  sweet  the     happy    evening  close,  'Tis  the  hour  of  sweet  repose— Good-night !  The  summer  winds  hays 


m  tlie  dearest  link  of  earth — Good-night !  And,  while  each  hand  is 


2.  These  tranquil  hours    of  social  mirth,  Form  the  dearest  link  of  earth— Good-night !  And,  while  each  hand  is 
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3.     O !   how    each  gen  -  tie  thought  is  stirred.  As  we  breathe  the  parting  word — Good-niglit !  O  !  could  we  ever 
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sunk  to  rest,  The  moon,  serenely  bright.  Unfolds  her  calm  and  gentle  ray,  Softly  now  she  seems  to  say— Good-night! 


kindly  pressed,  O,  may  our  prayers  to  heaven  With  humble  fervorbe  addressed,  For  its  blessings  on  our  rest— Good-night! 
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feel  as  now.  Our  hearts  with  love  upraised,  And  while  our  warm  affections  flow.  Hear,  in  murmurs  soft  and  low — Good- 

[night. 
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S^^BBA.TH    SCHOOL    IMXJSIC. 
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1.  Come,     Immble    sinner,      in  whose  breast  A  thousand  thoughts  revolve,  Come,  with  your  g-nilt  and 

2.  Pros  -  trate  I'll  lie     be  -  fore   his  throne.  And  there  my  guilt  confess;  I'll      tell  him  I'm  a 


•?^f^ 
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fears    oppressed.  And  make  this  last  resolve :      I'll        go       to 
wretch    undone,    Without  his  sov'reigu  grace.     Per  -  haps     ho 
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Je  -  sus,  though  m.v  sins   Like 
will      ad  -  mit       my  plea.  Per- 
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mountains  round  me  close ;  I  know  his  courts,  I  '11 
haps  will  hear  my  prayer ;  But,  if     I     per  -  ish, 


— j ^_ 
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en  -  ter    in,  What-ev  -  er    may  op  -  pose. 
I  will  pray.  And    per  -  ish    on  -  ly      there. 
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DEDICATED  TO  MY  FATHER,  BY  P.  PHILLIPS. 
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I've     'Ifsted     in   the     ho  -  ly  war,  E   -  ternal    life,    e  -  ternal  joy,  And  grace,  more  boundless 
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c  and  all,  't  ia  Jesus'  call,  He  '11  shield  you 


than  the  seas,  Is  glorious   wages     I 
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by    a      fi  -  ery  wall ;  Let  every  thought  of  fear  be  gone.  To  heaven  he  '11  lead  ua  safely        on. 
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WORDS  TO  TUNE  "HOLT  WAR.' 
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2  My  General  is  tte  Great  I  Am, 
Against  whose  power  no  one  can  stand; 
But  all  before  his  sword  shall  fall, 

For  he  hath  power  to  conquer  all. 
Chorus. 

3  My  Captain  he  is  mild  and  meek, 
He  gently  favors  all  the  weak, 
His  servants  are  all  chosen  peers, 
And  all  his  soldiers  volunteers. 

Chorus. 

4i  Under  my  Captain,  Jesus  Christ, 
I  've  'listed  for  enduring  life, 
To  fight  against  the  powers  of  hell, 
lu  favor  of  Immanuel. 

Chorus. 

5  And  when  our  warfare  here  is  o'er, 

This  world  we  '11  leave  for  that  bright  shore, 
Our  friends  and  kindred  there  we'll  meet. 
And  ground  our  arms  at  Jesus'  feet. 
Chorus. 


THE  PENITENT'S  RESOIVE. 

1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid'st  nie  come  to  thee, 

0,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 

CHORUS. 

I  come  to  thee,  my  dearest  Lord, 
And  trust  thee  and  thy  faithful  word. 
Humbly  I  bow  and  cry  to  thee, 
"  0,  Lord,  be  merciful  to  me." 

2  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind. 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  thee  I  find, 

0,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 
Chorus. 

3  Just  as  I  am  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  come  to  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
0,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 
Chokus. 


WORDS  TO  TUNE  "  LAMB,"  page  47. 
PlLGRnrS  SOXG. 


Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  sing  ; 
Sing  our  Savior's  worthy  praise. 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

"We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod  j 


They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 


Lord,  obediently  we'll  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below : 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 
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Arranged  by  P.  P. 
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How  often  here  I  'm  weary,  How  often  sad  and  dreary,  What  then  but  this  could  cheer  me,  I  soon  Bhall 

[rest  in  heaven. 
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When  this  poor  body  lies  moM'ring,  lies  mold'ring  lowly  in  the  eilent  tomb.  When  soft  winds  gently,  gently 
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lies  raold'riug. 
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O'or  its    quiet    home,   I  shall  rest    at  home,      I  shall  rest      at       home. 
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gently  sighing, 
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WORDS  TO  TUNE  "SWEET  REST  IN  HEAVEN." 
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2  "What  then  of  tribulation, 
What  then  of  sore  temptation, 
Be  this  my  consolation, 

I  soon  shall  rest  at  home. 

Chorus. 

3  Then  "welcome  death  and  mourning, 
I  see  the  night  approaching, 

Jo}'  Cometh  in  the  morning. 
The  day  of  rest  in  heaven. 
Chorus. 


4  Then  shall  my  happy  spirit, 
Sing  of  a  Savior's  merit. 
Who  brought  me  to  inherit 
Eternal  rest  in  heaven. 

Chorus. 

0,  brother,  shall  I  meet  you  I 
0,  sister,  shall  I  greet  you  I 
0,  sinner,  shall  I  see  you 
Among  the  blest  in  heaven. 
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\.  O!  't  is  alovely  place  indeed,  'VVheii  on  the  Sabbath  day  Wc  meet  God's  huly  word  to  read.  And  sing,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

2.  Oiir  teachers  all,  are  glad  to  see  Uiir  Sabbath  school  increase;  To  all  who  coine,  they  willingly  Will  teach  the  way  of  peace. 

3.  For  tho'  his  children  ho  will  own.  And  bless  us  with  his  grace  ;  If  we  with  prayer  before  his  throne,  Shall  humbly  seek 

[his  face. 

4.  Then  let  us  all  joia  heart  and  hand.  Jehovah's  praise  to  sing;  And  form  a  love-united  band,  In  honor  to  onr  king. 

7-g 


CHORUS,  FASTER. 
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Then  welcome  to  the  Sabbath  school.  There  'a  room  enough  to  spare  ;  Then  welcome  to  the  Sabbath  school.  We  bid  you 

[welcome  there. 
-^-, 5-l«-, •-•-^-# , r^ rfi- 
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W.  H.  nOBEBTS. 

CHORUS. 


Depth  of     mercy !    can  there    be         Mer  -  cy     still    reserved  for   me  ?  I 
Cau     my    God  his    leva  for  -  bear,      Me,    the   chief  of     sinners  spare  ?  J 

— ^— : — *'h^      r  ~-i 
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know,  I   feel,    Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still,     Je  -  sus    weeps,    He  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
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H.  S.  D. 


A  charge  to  keep  I  have,  A  God  to  glorify,   A  never-dying  soul  to  save,  And  fit  it  for  the  sky 


WORDS  TO  TUNE  "DEPTH  OF  MERCY." 


DEPTH  OF  MERCY. 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace  ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls  ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

Choeus. 

3  Now  incline  me  to  repent  ; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 


Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

Chorus. 

4  There  for  me  the  Savior  stands  ; 

Shows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his  hands; 
God  is  love  !  I  know,  I  feel  ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

Chords. 


WORDS  TO  TUNE  "CHARGE." 


A  CHARGE  TO  KEEP  I  HAVE. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age. 

My  calling  to  fulfill  ; 
0 1  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 
And  0  I  thj'  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trtist  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 


PERSEVERANCE. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard  ; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  0  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Eenew  it  boldly  every  day. 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  vict'ry  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  : 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done, 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 
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Come,  ye  sinners,    poor  and  need}',  A"f  eak  and  wounded,   sick  and  sore  ; 
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Je   -  sua      ready 
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stands    to    save  you.  Full  of    pit  -  y,     love,  aad  power :     He     is         a  -  ble,      he    is    willing, 
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doubt  no  more.      He 

ITS 


,  doubt  no  mora. 


he    is     a  -  ble, 

ITS 


he       is     will  -  ing,  doubt  no  mora. 
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WORDS  TO  TUNE  "INVITATION." 
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2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
Free  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger ; 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  : 
All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  ; 

This  he  gives  you, — 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimm'ring  beam. 


4  Come,  j'e  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you  're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous, — 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  Lo  !  th'  incarnate  God,  ascending, 

Pleads  the  merits  of  his  blood  : 
Venture  on  him,  venture  freely. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude ; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


B.    (KeWe) 


H.  S.  D. 


if   you    still  despis'i,  Harder      13       it     to 

season  should  be    o'er  Ere  this  ev'ning's  stage 

lamp  should  fail  to  burn  Kre   salvation's    work 

dition  thee   ar  -  rest  Ere  the   morrow    is 


bo      won,  Harder         is         it      to  be      won, 

bo      rnn,  Ere  this      ev'ning's  st.igo  be      run. 

is      done.  Ere  sal  -  vation's  work  ia      done, 

be  -  gun.  Ere  tho       morrow      is  be  -  gau. 
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1.  There   is      a  land  of   pure      deli;j;ht,  Where  saints  immortal  reign  ;  In  -  fi  -  nite  day    ex  -  eludes 

2.  There  ev  -  er-last-ing  spring   aliides,   And  never  -  fiuiing  flowers  ;      Death,  lilie  a  narrow       sea, 

3.  Sweet  fields  be.vond  the  swelling  flood,  Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ;  So  to   the  Jews   old        Ca- 

4.  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood.  And  view  the  landscape  o'er  ;  Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's 

--V— I— 


CHORnS  TO  EACH  TERSE. 


the  night,  And  pleasures  banish  pain.  We  're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground,  We  soon  shall  hear  th© 
divides  This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 
Iiaan  stood,  While  Jordan  rolled  between. 
cold  flood.  Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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trum  -pet  sound,  And  soon  wo  shall  with  Jesus    reign. 


And    never,     never    part  a  -  gain. 
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AILECRETIO.    Be  urcful  to  uceat  Ut  ud  4th  beat. 


p.p. 
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1.  We    are    joyously   voyaging    over  tlie  main,    Bound   for   the   evergreen   shore;    Whose    inhabitants   never   of 

2.  We  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the  wind  and  the  wave,  Under  our  Savior's  command.  And  our  hearts  in  the  midst  of  the 

3.  Both  the  winds  and  the  waves  one  Commander  controls,  Notliing  can  baffle  his  skill,  And  his  voice  when  the  thundering 
i.  Let  the  vessel  be  wrecked  on  the  rock  or  :he  shoal.  Sink  to  be  seen  never  more;  lie  will  bear,  noue  the  less,  every 
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CHORUS,  FASTER. 


A 


Elckness  complain.  Nor    never     see  death    any      more.  Then  let  the  hairicaue 

dangers  are  brave,  For    Jesus      will  bring  us     to   land, 

hurricane       rolls.  Can  make  the  loud  trumpet  be    still, 

fiassenger's   soul.  Safe,  safe  to    the    evergreen     shore. 


roar,       It  will  the  soon- 


et   be  o'er ;  We  will  weather  the  blast.  And  will  anchor  at  last.  Safe  on     the    ev  -  ergreen     Bhore. 
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1,  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  saj',  Come  unto  rae  and  rest ;  Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down  Thy  head 

[upon  my  breast.  I 
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came  to  Jesus  as  I  was,  Weary  and  worn  and  sad ;  T  found  in  him  a  resting  place.  And  he  has  made  me  glad. 
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I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water  j  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live. 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  him. 


2.  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

I  am  this  dark  world's  light; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise. 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright. 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  star,  my  sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I  '11  walk 

Till  traveling  days  are  done. 


•"SIMM,  MY  iW,  m  Tin;*    (mw.)       51 

H.  S.  D. 


1.  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee.  Nearer    to   tliee,  E'en  tho'  it    be     a  cross  That    rais  -  eth  me,  Still 


all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee.  Nearer,  my  God,     to  thee,    Near  -  er     to  thee. 


2.  Though  like  the  wanderer. 

The  sun  goes  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be 
Nearer,  ray  God,  to  thee. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 
Nearer  to  thee. 

3.  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 
In  mercy  given; 


Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 

And  when,  on  joyful  wings, 

Cleaving  the  sky  ; 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  sha-ll  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 
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1.  From     ev' 
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-ry  stormy    wind  that 
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blows,  From    ev'  -  ry  swelling 


tide     of       woes 
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2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads  ; 

A  place  than  all  on  earth  more  sweet. 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend  ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  Ah  I  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
"When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed? 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat. 
Had  suff'ring  saints  no  mercy-seat? 


5  There,  there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more. 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
"While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 


WANDERER'S  RETURi\. 


1  Return,  0  wanderer,  return  ; 

And  seek  an  injured  Father's  face; 

Those  warm  desires  that  in  thee  burn. 

Were  kindled  by  reclaiming  grace. 

2  Eeturn,  0  wanderer,  return  1 

Thy  Savior  bids  thy  spirit  live; 
Go  to  his  bleeding  feet,  and  learu 
How  freely  Jesus  can  forgive. 


Giaiiis's 
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Arranged  by  P.  P. 


1.  Around  the  throae  of  God  la  heaven,  Thousands  of  children  stand ;  ChiMren,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven,  A  holy,  happy 

[band.  In 

2.  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above.  That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair  ?  Where  all  is  peacn,  and  jov.  and  love,  How 

[came  tliose  children  there?  The 

3.  On  earth  they  sought  their  Savior's  grace,  On  earth  they  loved  his  name  ;  So  now  they  see  his  lovely  face.  And  sing 

[aloud  his  fame.  Dear 
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flowiai;  robes  of  spotless  white.  See  every  one  arrayed  ;  Dwelling  in  everlasting  light.  And  joys  that  never  fade, 
blessed  Savior  shed  his  blood  To  wash  away  their  sins  ;  Ue  bathed  them  in  that  precious  flood.  And  made  them  pura 

[and  clean. 
Savior,  from  thy  throne  on  high.  Bestow  on  us  thy  grace.  And  make  us  happy  when  we  die.  That  we  may  see  thy  face. 


mmm 


I'm  going,  I'm  going  To  that  bright  world  above;  To  ling  with  little  children  there,  Abont  the  Savior's  lovo. 
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'JESUB,  BLISBIB  IIBBS,"    (New,) 


MODERATO,  and  i 


H.  S.  D. 


la.fjut.ri.Aiyj,  ana  in  a  Buoaaea  manner.                                                                                                              i 
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1.  Who  was  in  the  manger  laid  ?    Jc-sns,      blessed  Je  -  sus  !  ) 

Who  for  money  was  betrayed  ?  Je  -  sus,      blessed  Je  -  sus !  /        Who  up  Calva  -  ry  was     led  ? 


J\ 
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Who  for  us  his  life-blood  shed?  Jesus  Christ,  creation's  head,  Jo    -    bus,      blessed  Je  -  sus  I 
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2  Who  can  hear  U3  when  we  call  ? 

Jesus,  blessed  Jeans  ! 
Who  the  clearest  friend  of  all? 

Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  I 
Who  alone  can  do  us  good, 
When  we  're  tossed  on  Jordan's  flood  7 
Jesus  Christ,  our  risen  Lord, 

Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  I 

3  Who  can  rob  the  grave  of  gloom  ? 

Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  1 
Who  can  raise  us  from  the  tomb? 
Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  I 


When  before  the  Judge  we  wait,: 
Who  will  open  heaven's  gate? 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Advocate, 
Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  1 

4  Who  will  give  us  sweetest  rest? 

Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  I 
Who,  in  heaven,  shall  we  love  best? 

Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  I  , 

At  his  feet  our  crowns  we  '11  fling, 
While  with  rapturous  songs  we  sing, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Savior-king, 

Jesus,  blessed  Jesus  1 


Words  by  W.  Z.  DAVIS.  Musie  by  H.  S.  DAVIS. 


1.  With  heart  and  tongue,  A  joyful  soug  We  sing  this  Sabbath  morn  ;  And  on  the  breeze,  Among  the  trees.  Our 

[notes  of  praiae 
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CHORUS,  wrrn  enerot. 


RITARIX 


CRES. 


are  borne,  0  sing,  sing,  sing.  Sing  praises  to  our  King;  Our  master  and  our  dearest  friend,  Our  Father  and 

[our  God, 


2  The  world  around 
The  gladdening  sound 

Of  praise  and  prayer  is  heard  j 
And  everywhere 
Where  children  are, 

They  try  to  learn  his  word. 
Choeus. 

3  He,  whom  we  love, 
Enthroned  above, 

Our  Savior,  Lord,  we  hail  j' 


While  his  strong  arm 
Protects  from  harm, 
Why  should  we  think  to  fail  ? 
Chokus. 

4  0  ne'er  shall  we 
Dishonor  thee, 

Our  gracious  Lord  and  King  I 
But  faithful  stand, 
While  all  the  land 
With  songs  of  praise  shall  ring. 
CQOBua. . 
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1.  See    loye  presiding  o'er  our  school,  Come  join  onr  pleasant  group,  She  holds  us  with  her  gentlest 
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rule,   We    are     a    happy  troop.     In  the  Sabbath  school  we  peocefully  dwell,  In  the  Sabbath  school 


Pfcfc^: 


■h — H — • — *- 


V-V' 


we  love  so  well,  Let  songs  of  praise  forev  -  er 
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;le     spirit     of  lore. 
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swell,     To  the   gentle     spirit     of  lore, 
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WORDS  TO  TUNE  "  HAPPY  SUNDAY  SCHOOL." 
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2  Humility  lends  her  winning  grace, 

And  Virtue  lingers  near  ; 
Purity  shows  her  spotless  face, 
And  Hope  abideth  here. 

CHORUS. 

3  Benevolence  blends  her  sweetest  voice 

With  Charity's  sweetest  note; 
Faith  and  Fidelity  rejoice 
In  harmony  to  float. 

CHORUS. 


4  Immortal  flowers  we  'II  twine  for  thee, 
0,  Love,  divinely  fair; 
We'll  cull  them  fresh  from  life's  fair  tree. 
In  realms  of  beauty  rare. 

CHORUS. 

In  the  heavenly  home  where  angels  dwell, 
There  shall  this  anthem  ever  swell — 
"Our  Savior  hath  done  all  things  well," 
Through  his  own  sweet  spirit  of  love. 


THE  SABBATH  SCflOOl  CONCERT  SONG. 

Tune  "  Happy  Sunday  School."     New. 

1  "We  leave  our  homes  with  joyous  heart, 

At  the  sound  of  the  Sabbath  bell, 
In  the  Sabbath  school  cause  to  take  a  part, 
Where  songs  of  praises  swell. 

CHORUS. 

In  the  Sabbath  school  concert,  0,  how  sweet. 
In  social  friendship  here  to  meet; 
No  thought  of  gloom  or  sorrow  lower 
On  this  happy  concert  hour. 

2  Great  God,  attend  while  children  pray, 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  love, 
And  show  us  all  the  narrow  way 
Which  leads  to  life  above. 

CHORUS. 

3  Now  may  our  thoughts  and  wishes  soar 

For  thee  and  thy  blest  truth  ; 
Dwell  thou  in  us  forevermore, 
And  be  our  guide  in  youth. 

CHORUS. 


T®«BM  Til 
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To  -day  the   Savior  calls,   0,    hear  him  now!  Within  these  sacred  walls.   To     Je-sus  bow. 
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Words  by  Est.  —  HOLLTDAY. 


Arranged  by  P.  P. 


1.  0!     'tis 

That  I  Bhould  ev 


glorious  niyster  -  y,  'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder  ;  \ 

be,  'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  j    No 


saved 


2.  Great  nij'stery  that  Christ  should  plate,'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder  ;  ) 
His   love  on  any  of    Adam's     race,  'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder.  J 


heart  can  think,  no 
But  there 's  a  greater 
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tongue  can  tell,  'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  Why  God  should  save  ray  soul  from  bell,  'T  is  a  wouder,  a  wonder, 

[a  wonder, 
mystery,  'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  That  he  bestowed  his  love  on  me,  'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 


3  Great  mystery  I  do  behold, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
That  God  should  ever  save  a  soul, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
But  here  'a  a  greater  mystery, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
That  he  bestowed  his  love  on  me, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 

4  Why  was  I  not  still  left  behind, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder; 
With  thousand  others  of  mankind, 
T  la  a  wonder,  a  "wonder,  a  wonder. 


To  run  the  dangerous,  sinful  race, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder  ; 
And  die  and  never  taste  his  grace, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 

5  No  mortal  can  a  reason  find, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder  ; 
'T  is  mercy  free,  and  grace  divine, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
01  't  is  a  glorious  mystery, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder; 
And  will  be  to  eternity, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder 


iiMii  IS  MY  immK 


sd 


p.  p. 


1.  I  'm      but      a    stranger     here,   Heaven 
Earth    is        a      desert       drear,  Heaveu 


my  home ;  \ 

my  home ;  j   Dangers     and  sor  -  rows  stand, 


Bound    me     on    ev'  -  ry    hand,  Heaven    is 


2  "What  though  the  tempest  rage  ? 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
Time's  cold  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  over  past, 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last^ 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

3  Therefore  1  murmur  not, 

Heaven  is  my  home; 

Whate'er  my  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
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my    fa  -  ther  -  land.   Heaven   is         my     home. 
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And  I  shall  surely  stand, 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand. 
Heaven  is  my  father-land. 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

4  There  at  my  Savior's  side, 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
I  shall  be  glorified. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best. 
There  too  I  soon  shall  rest. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
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Words  from  "GOLDEN  CHAIN,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  BRADBUKT. 

_  CHORUS.       I       S^  ,       ,  I       ly  ^  


p.p. 

V       Firra. 


1.  Far  ont  upon  the  prairie,  How  many  children  dwell,  Who  never  read  the  Bible,  Or  hear  the  Sabbath  bell; 


And  when  tl»e  holy  morning  Wakes  us  to  sing  and  pray,  Thoy  spend  the  precious  moments  In  idleness 

[and  play. 


2  For  they  have  no  kind  Pastor, 

Whose  loving  words  have  told 
Of  Jesus,  the  good  Shepherd, 

And  called  them  to  his  fold  ; 
No  Sabbath  school  inviting, 

Its  pleasant  doors  within  ; 
No  Teacher's  voice  entreating, 

To  leave  the  way  of  sin.  Choeus. 

3  I  wish  that  I  could  tell  them 

How  Jesus  came  to  die. 
When  he,  for  little  children, 
Left  his  bright  throne  on  high  ; 


And  all  the  sad,  sad  story 

Of  sorrow,  which  he  bore, 
When  for  his  crown  of  glory, 

A  crown  of  thorns  he  wore.    Chobus. 

4  And  so,  each  morn  and  evening, 

Whene'er  I  kneel  in  prayer, 
I  '11  ask  the  gracious  Savior 

To  send  his  gospel  there; 
That  in  the  glorious  city, 

In  which  he  dwells  above, 
We  all  may  sing  together 

Of  his  redeeming  love.  Choeus. 
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p.p. 

FINK. 


r" 

1.0-  ver   the   ocean  wave,  Far,  far    a  -  way,      There  the  poor  heathen  live.  Waiting  for  day ; 
Chorus.  Pit  -  y  them,  pity  tbem,  ChristiaiK  at  home,   Haste  with  the  bread  of  life.  Hasten     to  come. 


»-  -I ?-  -I ! — h- 
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~-^': 


-ri  — • — ^- 
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Groping  in    ig  -  norance,  Dark     as  the    night.  No  blessed    Bi  -  ble    To  give  them  the    light. 


itat 


-^ — ^ 
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2  Bowing  t'  idle  gods,  daily  they  pray, 
Pity  ua  juggernaut !  we  've  given  away 
Lives   of  our   children   dear,    thee   to    ap- 
pease ; 

Give  to  us,  give  to  us,  tokens  of  peace. 
Chorus. 

3  Here  in  this  happy  land  we  have  the  light, 
Shining  from  God's  own  word,  free,  pure, 

and  bright ; 


Shall  we  not  send  to  them  Bibles  to  read, 
Teachers  and  preachers,  and  all  that  they 
iieed?  Chorus. 

4  Then,  while  the  mission-ships  glad  tidings 
bring, 
List  as  that  heathen  band  joyfully  sing  : 
"  Over  the  ocean  wave,  0,  &ee  them  come. 
Bringing  the  bread  of  life,  guiding  us  home." 
Chokus. 


es 


^Eitt  ¥1  smd  m  iiMM, 


p.p. 


1.  Shall  ■n'e  sing  in  lieaven  forever,  Shall  we  sin.G:,  shall  we  sing  ?  Shall  we  sing  in  heaven  forever, 

2.  Shall  we  know  each  other  ever.    In  that   laud,  in   that  land  ?  Shall  we  know  each   other  ever, 

3.  Shall  we  meet  our  faithful  teachers,  lu  that  land,  in   that  land  ?  Shall  we  meet  our  faithful  t«achera, 


In  that  happy  land  ? 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
In  that  hapi>y   land? 


Yes,    0,  yes !    In  that  happy  land,  They  that  meet  shall  sing  forever,  1 
Yes,    0,   yes !   etc. 
Yes,    0,   yes !   etc. 


^ — Si ; 2 1 — P5 — t-^^ — - — I    I    gj    . — n- 
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Tar  beyond  the  rolling    river,  Meet  to  love  and  sing  for- ev  -  er.        In  that  happy      land. 


4  Shall  we  meet  our  dear  lost  children, 
In  tliat  land,  in  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  meet  our  dear  lost  children, 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
ChoeuS — Children  meet  and  sing  forever,  etc. 


5  Shall  we  know  our  blessed  Savior, 
In  that  land,  in  that  land  1 
Shall  WH  know  our  blessed  Savior, 
In  that  happy  land  1 
Choeus — We  shall  know  our  blessed  Savior,  etc. 


im^  km  FMY, 


1.  Bells    do     ring, 

2.  Pr;iy   and    slug, 


birds     do 
dai   -  ly 


sing, 
bring 
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Ono    and     all         do    what  they  can ; 
Heart-felt  offer  -  Ings     to       the   Lord ; 
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Children        too, 
God    will     give. 


t^- 
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BO    must     you, 
while  you       live, 


Praise  the  great    Cre    -    a    -    tor        too. 
Bless  -  ings   prom  -  ised        in        his       word. 


-iS> 1 


Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  Children  praise  the  Lord  ;  Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  Children 

[praise  the  Lord. 


^^^P 


3  Children  be,  joyfully, 

Singing,  praying,  every  day  ; 
God  demands,  at  your  hands. 
That  you  praise  as  well  as  pray. 

CUOBUS. 


4  When  at  last,  youth  is  past. 

And  when  comes  the  hour  of  death, 
Praise  and  pray,  then  you  may. 
Trusting  God,  resign  yoir  breath. 
Chobus. 
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"MY  BIBLE  IE  MY  OTIBI."    (lew.) 


H.  S.  D. 


dS^S- 


1.  When  tossed  on  life's  surging  billow,  Far  from  the  sea;  The  storm  raging  round  my  pillow,  Brings  no  care  to  me. 

2.  Storms   can    appal    me    ni;ver,  'Twiil   all    soon   be   clear;    Fair  weaUier  lingers  ever,  Round  that  holy  sphere. 

3.  Heaven  o'er  my  sight  is  tlittiag,  Flitting  into  view;  I'll  suoa  in  you  home  be  sitting,  With  the  heavenly  crew. 
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Roll  on  ye  dark  waves.  O'er  the  troubled  tide  ;  I'll  heed  not  your  an  -  ger,  My  Bible  is  my  guide. 
When  sorrow's  breakers  Konnd  my  heart  shall  bide  ;  The  Lord  will  be  my  pilot.  His  Bible  is  my  guide. 
There  shall  my  bark  rest,   Safe   o'er   the  tide;    I'll    row   with  a  glad    heart.   My    Bible   is   my   guide. 


g^£_^ 


III: 
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,  CHORUS.  /T\  S  S  ■ 
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My  own  book,  treasure  dear,  I  '11  press  it  to  my  heart;  Bible  dear,  my  own  book,  We  '11  neyer,  noTer,  never  part. 


igi-L^gi^ig 
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Words  from  "GOLDEN  CHAIN,"  by  permission  ofW.  B.  BKADBURY 

Ji . . , {^ 1^.. K     S    I ^S^^^_Jn 
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H.  S.  D. 


J^S 


1.  Tlie  children  are  gatli'riiig  from  near  and  from  far.     The   trumpet    is   sounding  the  call   for    the  war, 

2.  The  foe  is  be  -  fore  us  in  battle  array,  But  let  us  not  waver  nor  torn  from  the  way; 
8.  We 've 'listed  for  life,  and  will  camp  on  the  field.  With  Christ  as  our  captain,  we  never  will  jield. 
4.   Through  conflicts  and  trials  our  crowns  we  must  win.  For  hero  we  contend 'gainst   temptat  on   and   sin; 


(N.^NTL- 


MARCH  MOVEMENT. 


^ 


=1: 


I 

The  conflict  is  raging,  'twill  be  fearful  and  long,  We'll  gird  on  our  armor. 
The  Lord  is  onr  strength,  be  thib  ever  our  song,  With  courage  and  faith 
The  "sword  of  the  Spirit,"  both  trnsty  and  strong,  We  'II  hold  in  our  hands 
But  one  thing  assures  us,  we  can  not  go  wrong,  If    trusting     our    Savii 


and  be 
we  are 
as  we  're 
3r,    while 


marching 
marching 
marching 
marching 


a  -  long, 

a  -  long, 

a  -  long, 

a  -  long. 
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Marching    a  -  long,  we  are  marching  a  -  long,    Gird       on    the     armor>    and 


'J  I 

aarching     a  -  long. 


m 


mWf  Wm  TEI  WIAEY. 


p 


■WITH  spnin. 


:^. 


0—0- 


^#— 1«- 


-©- 


;tiSzzMit:*=*. 


In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory,  There  remains  a    land  of     rest ;    There  my  Savior 's  gone  be- 
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fore  me,  To  ful  -  fill  my  soul's  request.      There  is     rest    for  the  weary,  There  is    rest     for  the 

^    .^.    urn.  II 
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weary.  There  is    rest     for     the  weary,  There  is    rest        for       you ;       On   the     other    side  of 
Nl  -^  \        -0-    -0-    •0-  -0-  |<,  tV-  -0-       ■0-    -0-    •0-    ■»• 
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iisT  wm  rim  weam.  so^oMid. 
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Jordan,  In   the  sweet  fields  of  Eden,  Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming,  There  is    rest    for     you. 


^=:r=n=t: 
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BLOW,  and  with  eiprcsslw 


IT  TEUI, 


p.  PHILLIPS. 


*^tV- 


'  I  I 

1.  Is     it  true,  that  I  must  lie      In  the  graveyard  by  and    by.  And  with  others     gone      before, 

2.  Is  it  true,  as  many  say.  Life  is  but  a  passing  day,  And  tliat  heaven  is  lost  or  won, 
8.  Is  it  true,  that  on  tlie  cross,  Jesus  bled,  and  died  for  us,  And,  while  hanging  on  the  tree, 
4.  Is   it  true,  that  all  death's  slain.  Will  arise  and     live   again.  And   to     final        judgment   go, 


Sleep  till  time  shall  be  no  more?  Is     it   true,  0,     is     it  true? 
Ere  this  fleeting  day  has  fiown  ? 
Upward  sent  a  prayer  for  me  ? 
Some  for  bliss,  and  some  for  woe  1 


Is    it  true,  0,    is     it  true  ? 


ni 


-^ — ^*" 


1.  Children,  all  with  cheerfulness  Let  your  songs   be    ringing  ;  ) 

Music  all  your  lives  will  bless,  Therefore  still    be    singing.  J   Singing  smoothes  the  nigged  way,' 


ff.-^p: 
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Through  this  vale  of     sor  -  row ;  Singing  cheers  the  darkest  day,  Brings  the  brightest  morrow. 


1^3 


5T_V-W— >— V- 


-T-0 • • 0-r~0—0 •--] 0— 

J 1 V-i/ — / — ^ «*»_ 


2  "When  good  humor  flies  away, 

Then  comej  care  and  sadness; 
Quickly,  sing  a  cheerful  lay. 

All  will  soon  be  gladness. 
Music  cheers  the  darkest  hours, 

Peace  and  comfort  bringing  ; 
"What  the  dew  is  to  the  flowers, 

To  the  soul  is  singing. 


3  Sing  the  larks  in  yonder  sky. 

Sing  the  birds  at  even  ; 
Swallows  from  the  housetop  cry, 

All  give  thanks  to  heaven. 
Forest,  field,  and  meadow  too. 

With  their  songs  are  ringing; 
Wherefore,  children,  should  not  you 

Ever  more  be  singing. 


ti 
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p.  PHILLIPS. 


p  withi 
hand  ; 


I  want  to  join  the  ransomed,  And  with  the  ransomed  stand,  "A  crown  upon  my  forehead,  A  harp  within 

[my  hand  ;  " 


i^c±J, 
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,My 


I  want  to  join  their  chorus,  My  voice  I  want  to  raise,  And  swell  the  song  of  victory.  To  my  Eedeempr'i 
_  [praise. 


2  Angels  look  on  in  wonder  ; 

They  can  not  join  that  song, 
'    But  list  in  silent  rapture 

While  saints  the  notes  prolong. 
Make  me  a  saint  in  glory  ; 

0  1  let  me  see  thy  face, 
Like  those,  who  now  before  thee, 

Eepeat  thy  wondrous  grace. 

3  They  east  their  crowns  before  thee. 

They  hail  thee,  Savior,  King, 
And  while  they  thus  adore  thee. 
New  praises  strive  to  sing. 


And  thus  through  endless  ages. 
The  blissful  rapture  grows, 

And  thus  through  endless  ages 
Thy  love  unchanging  flows, 

4  I  would  not  be  an  angel — 

For  them  no  Savior  died; 
No,  rather  let  me  glory 

In  Christ,  the  crucified. 
His  love  shall  draw  me  nearer 

Than  angels  ever  come  ; 
At  his  right  hand  he  '11  place  me 

In  our  eternal  home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  P.  PHILLIPS. 


11  .1  I  ^        I       P 


1.  The  Sabbath  school 's  a  happy  place,  I  love  to  have  it  come ;  With  cheerful  step,  and  smiling  face,  I  gladly, 

[gladly 
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leave  my  home.  Filled  with  delight,  my  heart  is  full,  'T  is  joy,  't  is  joy,  't  is  joy  to  go  to  Sabbath  school. 
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2  I  love  to  meet  my  playmates  there, 
It  seems  so  good  to  me, 
"With  them  to  sing  of  heaven  so  fair, 
With  them,  with  them  to  bow  the  knee. 
Choeus. 


3  'T  is  there  I  learn  to  sing  and  pray. 
And  taught  my  God  to  love, 


I  also  learn  the  shining  way 
Which  leads,  which  leads  to  life  above. 
Choeus. 

4  The  Sabbath  school  is  ever  free, 
0,  why  do  n't  all  attend  ! 
Within  its  walls  I  hope  to  be 
Till  earthly,  earthly  Sabbaths  end. 
Chords. 


FMIIBIS^I,    H.  Me    (law.) 
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H.  S.  D. 
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For      thou  canst  hear  the  words 
And    may      it     be     my  chief       ( 


IIS" 


Bay,        For     tliou     art     ev'  -  ry  -  wliere. 
light        To      serve    thee  while    I       live. 
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3  Whatever  trouble  I  am  in, 
To  thee  for  help  I  '11  call ; 
But  keep  me  more  than  all  from  sin, 
For  that 's  the  worst  of  all. 


DEATH  OF  A  SCHOLAR. 

1  Death  has  been  here,  and  borne  awaj 
A  scholar  from  our  side; 
Just  in  the  morning  of  his  day, 
Afl  young  as  we  he  died. 


2  Not  long  ago,  he  filled  his  place. 

And  sat  with  us  to  learn  ; 
But  he  has  run  his  mortal  race, 
And  never  can  return. 

3  We  can  not  tell  who  next  may  fall 

Beneath  thy  chastening  rod  ; 
One  must  be  first — 0  1  may  we  all 
Prepare  to  meet  our  God. 

4  All  needful  help  is  thine  to  give ; 

To  thee  our  souls  apply, 
For  grace  to  teach  us  how  to  live, 
And  make  us  fit  to  die. 
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1.  Through    trib  -  u   -    la  -  tions  deep, 
This         storm  -  y    course     I  keep, 

2.  Some    -    times   tenipt,a   -   tions  blow 
And           high    the     wa  -  ters  flow, 


The      way        to     glo  -  ry 

O'er  these      tempestuous 

A  dread   -   ful     hnr  -  ri   -  i 

And  o'er         the  sides  break 


Beas.  J 
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By 
But 


waves  and    wind     I  'm    tossed  and    driven,  Freighted     with     grace,    and    bound  for  heaven, 
still      my       lit   -    tie       ship      out  -  braves  The       blustering    winds    and        surging      waves. 


3  The  Bible  is  my  chart, 

By  it  the  seas  I  know ; 
I  c^in  not  with  it  part, 

It  rocks  and  sands  doth  show. 
It  is  a  chart  and  compass  too. 
Whose  needle  points  forever  tnte. 

4  When  through  the  voyage  1  get, 

Though  rough,  it  is  but  short ; 
The  pilot  angels  meet, 

To  bring  me  into  port ; 
And  wlien  I  land  on  that  bleat  shore, 
I  shall  be  safe  forever  more. 


SEEKING  RESTORATION. 

1  Where  is  the  Savior  now. 

Whose  smiles  I  once  possessed  f 


Till  he  returns,  I  bow 

By  heavy  grief  oppressed. 
My  days  of  happiness  are  gone, 
And  I  am  left  to  weep  alone. 

2  Where  can  the  mourner  go. 

And  tell  his  tale  of  grief  ? 
Ah  !  who  can  soothe  his  breast? 

Ah  I  who  can  give  relief? 
Earth  can  not  heal  the  wounded  breaat. 
Or  give  the  troubled  conscience  rest. 

3  Jesns,  thy  smile  impart, 

BIy  gracious  Lord,  ret^irn  ; 
Bind  up  my  broken  heart. 

And  bid  me  cease  to  mourn. 
Then  shall  this  night  of  sorrow  fleOi 
And  peace  and  heaven  be  found  in  thee. 


1.  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Iramanners  veins  ;  "I 

And  siuners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains,  j     The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
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That  fountain  in  his  day,  And  there  may  1,  though  vile  as  he.  Wash  all  my  sins  away,  Wash  all  my  sins  away. 


-1- 


— i^_. 

2  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  8uj)ply, 
Bedeeniing  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 
Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  Bong, 

I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save. 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stamm'ring  tongue, 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


HIS  dCICKENING  GRACE. 

\  Come,  holy  spirit,  heavenly  dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  power* ; 


Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

Look  how  we  grovel  here  below, 
Fond  of  these  trifling  toys; 

Our  souls,  how  heavily  they  go, 
To  reach  eternal  Joys. 

2  Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ; 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 

And  thine  to  us  so  great? 
Come,  holy  spirit,  heavenly  dove, 

With  all  thy  quicli'ning  powers; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Savior's  love, 

And  that  shall  kindle  oura. 
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M^Eimd  BILLS,    as  ^  Is.   (®M,) 


1.  Hark!  the     morning        bells    are 
Prayers  of     thousauds        now    are 

T>.  C.    Let     us  all    u     -     nite     in 


ringing, 
winging, 

singing, 


Children    haste,  with  -  out        de  -    lay  ;  I 


Up 
All 


to     heaven  their    si    -    lent    way. 
u   -    nite    in        sol  -  emn  prayer. 
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Como,  children,  come,  The  bells      are         ringing,     To     the     Sabbath    school    re  -  pair ; 
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2  'T  is  an  hour  of  happy  meeting, 

Children  meet  to  praise  and  prayer; 
But  the  hour  is  short  and  fleeting, 
Let  us  then  be  early  there. 

Chorus — Come,  children,  etc. 

3  Do  not  keep  your  teacher  waiting, 

While  you  tarry  by  the  vrayj 


Nor  disturb  the  school  reciting, 
'T  is  the  holy  Sabbath  day. 

Chokus — Come,  children,  etc. 

4  Children  haste,  the  bells  are  ringing, 
And  the  morning  's  bright  and  fair; 
Thousands  now  unite  in  singing, 
Thousands,  too,  in  solemn  prayer. 
Choeus— Come,  children,  etc. 


WORDS  TO  TUNE  "MORNINa  BELLS." 
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lOVE  FOR  THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL 

1  Yes,  dear  Sabbath  school,  I  love  thee, 

Here  I  meet  with  friends  most  dear; 
None  to  scorn  or  feel  above  me. 
None  to  dread  to  slavish  fear, 

And  the  teachers 
Kindly  all  my  lessons  hear. 

2  Yet  my  heart  is  filled  with  wonder, 

Parents,  teachers,  can  you  tell. 


"Why  neglected,  many  wander, 

When  so  near  the  school  they  dwell? 

0,  invite  them  I 
They  will  love  the  school  so  well. 

3  I  will  go  and  tell  those  children. 
There  is  room  for  them  and  me, 
And  to  school  will  straightway  bring  them, 
If  persuaded  they  will  be. 

I  am  thankful 
That  my  friends  invited  me. 


>'-J-  -&—&  Szi»-_zt—\ 
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Arranged  by  P.  P. 
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1.  From  the  far  blue  heaven,  Where  the  angels  dwell,  God  looks  down  on  children,  Whom  he  loves  so  well. 

2.  He  will  hear  their  praying.  Either   day    or   night.  And    with    gentle    kindness  Guide  their  steps  aright. 

3.  He   will,    like   a  father.   Give   them   daily   bread.  To  the  end  will  keep  tliem.  Safe  from  fear  and  dread. 
i.  All  ye   little   children,    Hear  the   truth  we   tell,  God  wiU   ne'er   forget  you.  For  he  loves  you  well. 


H0RU3.  ,  V  , 
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Je  -  sua  calls   to  -  day,  Mark  bis  tender  carre;  Grieve  him  not  away,   Seek  him  while   h»     is    near. 
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immi.  mmmm^  mm.,  wewo 


H.  S.  D. 


1.  To  our  dear  Sunday  school  there  ought  many  to  come,  Who  spend  Sunday  wandering  or  trifling  at  home ; 

2.  Let  nie  think,  are  there  none  of  the  dear  ones  at  home,  The  large,  or  the  little,  who  never  have  come  7 


^— N 
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I  Ml  try      to  bring  one,  I  'U   try       to  bring  two.  Yes,  all  that    I    can,  I  'm  determined     to     do. 
0  !  I  '11  beg  and  I  '11  coax  fur  one,      try   for  two.  Yes,  all  that    I    can,  I  'm  determined      to     do. 
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I  '11  try      to  bring  one,  I  '11    try     to  bring  two,  Yes,  all    that  I    can,  I  'm  determined     to    do. 
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3  My  cousins  and  playmates  who  live  in  this 

street, 
I  '11  ask  them  to  come  the  next  time  that  we 

meet ; 
"Who  knows  but  among  them  I  '11  get  one  or 

two, 
For  all  that  I  can,  I  'm  determined  to  do. 
Choeus. 

4  Out  there  in  the  lot,  where  I  pass  every  day, 
How   many   spend    Sabbath    in    frolic   or 

play; 


If  I  could  but  get  one  of  those  boys  now,  or 

two, 
To  come  here  next  Sabbath,  what  good  it 

might  do.  Chorus. 

5  Perhaps,  up  to  heaven,  some  day  I  may  go. 
What  glory  and  blessedness  then  I  shall 

know! 
But  I  want  in  that  glory  that  many  may 

share, 
That  one,  two,  yes  all  I  can  take,  may  be 

there.  Chorus. 
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1.  To-day  a  solemn  stillness  Is  resting  far  and  near.  And  so  may  we  with  cheerful  hearts,  God's  holy  day  revere. 

2.  The  Sabbath  bells  are  ringing,  They  sound  from  far  and  near.  To  call  the  people  forth  to  pray.  And  God's  good  word  to  hear. 

3.  Who  would  not  heed  the  me-sage,  God  sends  usfrom  above  ?  Who  would  not  seek  right  willingly  His  mcroy  and  his  lova  ? 

4.  And  as  the  Eastern  sages  Were  guided  by  a  star  ;  So  faith  will  lead  us  ^afe  to  heaven.  Where  God  and  angels  are. 
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CHORUS.   V         s  S      S 


It     is        the    Sabliatb, — glo  -    ri  -  ous    day,  When  children  meet  to 


I,  — -^ — V- 
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1.  Sliall   we  meet    beyond     the  riv -er,  Where  the   surges   cease     to  roll?  Where  in      all     the 

2.  Shall   we  meet     iu   that  blest  harbor,  When  our  stormy  voyage  is   o'er  ?  Shall    we    meet,  and 

3.  When   the    music  of   the    ransomed   Rolls    Itshar-mo-ny       around,  And     ere  -  a  -  tion 


bright  for-ev  -  er,  Sor  -  row  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul?     Shall  we  meet? 
cast      the  anchor.  By      the     fair,     ce  -  les  -  tial  shore? 
swells  the  chorns.  With  its   sweet,  me  -  lo  -  dious  sound  ? 


CnORUS  FOR  EACH  VERSE. 
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Sball  we  meet  ? 


ife3^=e 
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*^-^ — ^ — rf re 


Shall    we        meet        be  -  yond  the     riv  -  er.  Where  the    sur  -  ges      cease     to 


4  Shall  we  meet  with  many  loved  ones, 
That  were  torn  from  our  embrace ; 
Shall  we  listen  to  their  voices. 
And  behold  them  face  to  face.       Chorus. 


5  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ,  our  Savior, 
When  lie  cumes  to  claim  his  own  ? 
Shall  we  Icnow  his  blessed  favor, 
And  sit  down  upon  his  throne?    Chobvs. 
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Words  by  Eev.  L.  B.  GUKLET. 


Music  by  P.  PHILLIPS. 
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1.  From  northern  skies  where  qui V  -  er,     Our  lakes    of      sil  -  ver  light,       To  many    a       southern 

2.  Linked  by  our     loft  -  y      mountains,    Where  golden    treasures    lie ;  By  noble  streams,  whose 

3.  One    ea  -  gle    o'er     us    tow    -    ers,    A  -  mid    the    stars    of   light ;      One  ho  -  ly       Bi  -  ble 


-A—l^r^ , U-4- 4  ,    I      J— Jj-J-^-j 1 J-p 


riv     -     er.  Where  blooms  the  orange     bright ;     From  eastern     shores  to       o    -  cean.  Where 

fount  -  ains,  Gush 'neath  the     northern      sky;       No  freer,        prouder        na    -  tion,   The 

ours,    -    -    Our       u  -  nion     is     our    might ;    One    kindred,     and    one     dcs    -  tiny,  Our 
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flames  the  set  -  ting  sun,  We  've  no 
sun  e'er  shone  up  -  on,  Talk  not 
bril  -  liant  race     be  -  gun,   Land  of 


di  -  Tided  por  -  tion,  God  made  our  country  one. 
of  Sep  -  a  -  ra  -  tion,  God  made  our  country  one. 
the  fair,  the  brave,  the  free,  Our  country    must  be     one. 
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1.  Wherever  little    children  be,   In  cot  or    palace    dwelling,  God's  angels  follow  si  -  lently,   Hia 


I 0—0— a 1^01:0— ^IZl0.-J.-^-0-CD— ^-9 C. 


tender  love  revealing ;  He,  day  and  night,  with  earnest  care.  His  faithful  watch  keeps  everywhere. 


0 1 — 0 — # — 0 — 0 — 0  —0 — 
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2  While  children  sleep,  the  angel  host 

Their  blessed  watch  are  keeping  ; 
Through  darkest  nights  they  keep  their 
post, 

Ne'er  slumbering,  nor  sleeping, 
And  't  is  those  angels'  high  behest, 
To  give  them  soft  and  quiet  rest. 

3  These  angels  come  from  heaven  here, 

Without  the  least  repining; 


Where  songs  of  joy  salute  the  ear, 
And  golden  crowns  are  shining. 
They  love  to  do  God's  holy  will, 
And  so  they  watch  good  children  still. 

4  To  every  child  of  honest  heart 

The  angels'  love  is  given  ; 
They  help  him  here  to  act  his  part. 

And  guide  him  safe  to  heaven. 
And  when  the  other  angels  see. 
To  praise  that  child  they  all  agree. 


TEE  mmW%  MilL. 
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1.  Through  every  land  there  go  -  eth  An  an -gel  qui-et-ly;         No  human  eye  can  sea      him,  Yet 


2_^:f.-3^=tz:t=: 
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he  can  all  things  see ;  Though  heaven  is  that  angel's  home,  To  earth  our  Father  bids  him  come. 
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2  From  house  to  house  he  roameth, 

And  where  with  joy  he  finds 
A  good  child  with  its  parents, 

He  to  that  child  inclines  ; 
Then  cheerfully  he  dwelleth  there, 
And  to  that  child  is  ever  near. 

3  And  with  that  child  he  joiueth, 

With  all  hia  little  play, 
He  helps  him  learn  his  lessons. 

And  helps  him  to  obey  ; 
He  keeps  him  in  a  happy  mood, 

Beloved  by  all,  and  always  good. 


4  And  when  that  child  is  sleeping. 

He  never  takes  his  tlight. 
He  watches  by  his  bedside 

Until  the  morning  light ; 
Then  wakes  him  with  a  quiet  kiss. 
To  work,  to  love,  to  happiness. 

5  0,  friendly  angel !  guide  me 

Unto  those  children  blest, 
With  whom  thou  ever  dwellesfc 

In  work,  and  play,  and  rest ; 
0,  I  would  ever  love  to  be 
With  those  good  children,  and  with  thee  I 


From  "GOLDEN  CHAIN,"  by  permisaion  of  W.  B.  BEADBURT. 


1.  Sweet  hour      of  prayer !  sweet  hour      of  prayer  !  That  calls    me      from  a    world    of     care, 
D.  C. 
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And    bids       me 
Aud    oft 
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my     Father's    throne  Make  all 
the    tempter's     snare.   By       thy 
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my   wants  and     wishes    known : 
re  -  turn,  sweet  hour  of  prayer  I 
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dis  -  tress     and  grief,     My    soul    has     oft  -  en    found  re  -  lief; 


WORDS  TO  TUNE  "SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER." 
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2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  prayer  I 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear, 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness, 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless  ; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
IJ:  I  '11  cast  on  him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer  I  :|] 


3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer  I  sweet  hour  of  prayer  I 
May  I  thy  consolation  share, 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  hight, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight; 
This  robe  of  flesh  I  '11  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize  ; 
II :  And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer  I  :| 


TILL  Mi,  BEO'TIIES,  WILL  im 


Arranged  by  P.  PHILLIPS. 


QuES.  1.  Tell      me,  brothers,    will    yon  meet 
Ans.     1.  Yes,  by  the  grace  of    God,  I  '11  meet 


Aii 


A. 


me  2 
thee, 

I 


Tell 

Yes, 


me,  brothers,  will    yon  meet    me  ? 
by  the  grace  of    God,   I  '11  meet    thee, 
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K,        I  II  REPEAT  SOFTtT. 
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Glo  -  ry,     glo  -  ry,    hal  -   le  -  lu    -    iah,     For-ev  -  er,     er 
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Question. 

2  Say,  young  converts,  will  you  meet  me? 
Say,  young  converts,  will  you  meet  me? 
Say,  young  converts,  will  you  meet  me? 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

3  Heart-broken  sinner,  will  you  meet  me? 
Heart-broken  sinner,  will  you  meet  me? 
Heart-broken  sinner,  will  you  meet  me? 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

4  Jesus  will  pardon,  if  you  ask  him, 
Jesus  will  pardon,  if  you  ask  him, 
Jesus  will  pardon,  if  you  ask  him, 

In  earnest  faith  and  prayer. 


Answer. 

2  Yes,  by  the  grace  of  God,  we  '11  meet  thee, 
Yes,  by  the  grace  of  God,  we  '11  meet  thee, 
Yes,  by  the  grace  of  God,  we  '11  meet  thee. 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore.  Chokus. 

3  How  can  a  sinner  ever  meet  thee  ? 
How  can  a  sinner  ever  meet  thee  ? 
How  can  a  sinner  ever  meet  thee? 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore.         Chorus. 

4  Then,  by  the  grace  of  God,  I  '11  meet  thee. 
Then,  by  the  grace  of  God,  I  '11  meet  thee. 
Then,  by  the  grace  of  God,  I  '11  meet  thee, 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore.         Chorus. 
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1.  Nature  gives  no  sorrow,      All   it  gives  is    joy;  Grief  and  care  we   borrow,      And  our  hopes  de- 

2.  When  the  seed  is  planted,  Shoots  and  grows  the  grain  ;  God  his  care  has  gnnted,  Given      sun     and 

3.  Why  indulge  in  sorrow.      Why  should  we  complain  ;  When  for  us   to  -  morrow,  May  not  come   a- 
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stroy.  Why  should  we  lie  sighing.  Has  it     not  been  said, 

rain.  lie  doth  clothe   the   lily.      Growing  in    the   field, 

gain.  Then  away  with  sorrow.     And  a  -  way  with  care. 


To   the  ravens      cry  -   ing. 
How  much  more  then  will  he, 
Thiuk  not  of  to  -  mor  -  row. 


.^Pi---_,J-^v 
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God  gives  daily  bread, 
You  his  blessings  yield, 
While  to-day   is  here. 


To  the    ravens      cry     ...     ing,  God  gives  daily  bread. 
How  much  more  then  will  he,  You  his  blessing  yield. 

Think  not  of  to  -  mor    -    -    -    row.  While  to-day  is   here. 
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TEl  AieiLE  TIEEI  WILL  Tlim  M. 

"THEBE  angels  do  always  BEHOLn  THE  TAOE  OF  MY  FaTHEE." 

From  "  SUNNT-SIDE  MELODIES,"  by  penuisaion  of  W.  B.  BKADBURT. 
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seraphs      stand ;  I 
hap  -  py    band.    J 


For    the     an  -  gels    there  ■vrill  teach    ns,  How     to 
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sing     a     sweeter  song,  And    no     sorrow  '11  er  -  er  reach  us.  In  that    happy,    happy  throng. 
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In     the  heavenly    land,    in     the  heavenly  land,  Where  tlie  saints  and    the   seraphs  stand. 


2  Tho'  we  often  tire,  tho'  we  often  tire, 

Where  the  pathway  is  steep  and  straight ; 
We  will  still  press  on,  we  will  still  press 
on, 
Till  we  pass  through  the  golden  gate. 
Chorus. 

3  But  we  need  not  fear,  but  we  need  not 

fear. 
For  we  've  Jesus  to  be  our  guide ; 


And  with  him  so  near,  aye  with  him  so  near, 
Naught  of  evil  can  e'er  betide. 

Chorus. 

4  Will  you  go  with  us,  will  you  go  with  us  ? 
Come  and  share  this  bright  home  above; 
Where  the  endless  day,  where  the  endless 
day, 
So  illumed  by  our  Father's  love. 
Chorus. 


From  "SUNNY-SIDE  MELODIES,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  BEADBURT. 


1.  We     are     pilgrims    on     the  earth.  Journeying  onward  from  our  birth  ;   Ev'  -  ry     hour  and 
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ev'   -    ry     breath  Brings  us       near    -  er  Btill        to      death.   Yes,       we        are   pil  -  grims, 
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Yes,       we        aro   pil  -  grims,  Yes,       we        are  pil  -  grims,  on        oor      jour  -  ney  home. 


2  But  beyond  this  vnlc  of  tears, 
Lies  the  land  that  knowa  no  fears, 
"Where  our  steps  no  more  may  roam, 
Pilgrims,  we  are  going  home  I 

CaoBua. 

3  Ilome  to  long-lost  friends  and  dear, 
Who  are  missed  and  mourned  for  here; 
Home  to  endless  peace  and  love. 

In  our  Father's  house  above. 
Chorus. 


4  Let  not  trifles  by  the  way, 
Tempt  our  hearts  or  steps  to  stray 
From  that  narrow  path  and  strait. 
Leading  to  the  golden  gate. 

Chobus. 

5  No,  our  faith  bath  One  in  vie^r 
Who  was  once  a  pilgrim  too ; 
From  his  track  we  will  not  roam, 
For  to  Christ  we  're  going  home. 

Chobtus. 


*  Either  by  the  iufant  class,  or  any  portion  of  the  Bcb9<^< 


m  liWAYi  hmm^. 


89 


UTBLT. 

^-4 


T.  PHILLIPS. 


I  ,  'J 
1.  Love  the   Savior,     lit  -  tie  children,  To  his  cause  be  firm  and  true;  )  ^ 


Both  his  hands  are  full  of  blessings.  For  the  little  ones  like  you.  /  Be  like  Jesus,  gentle,  loving. 


■•} 


lg£ 
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In  liis  lowly  footsteps  tread ;     'T  was  for  you  he  lived  in  suffering,  'T  was  for  you  his  blood  he  ahed. 


©i 
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2  Love  the  Bible,  little  children, 

Blessed  book  of  light  and  truth  ; 
Let  its  holy,  heavenly  teachings 

Be  the  guide  of  all  your  youth  I 
Never  shrink  from  its  commandments, 

Never  from  its  precepts  turn ; 
It  hath  stores  of  choicest  wisdom 

That  you  nowhere  else  can  learn. 

3  Love  your  parents,  little  children. 

All  they  bid  you  do,  obey ; 
You  can  never  all  their  kindness, 
All  their  watchful  love  repaj. 


-2^ 


Love  your  brothers  and  your  sisters, 
Harmless,  kind,  unselti-h  bej 

0,  'tis  very  sad  when  children 
Of  one  household  disagree. 

Love  your  playmates,  little  children, 

Do  not  shun  the  ragged  poor  ; 
All  the  needy  and  the  suffering 

Give  a  welcome  at  your  door. 
Let  your  hearts  be  full  of  pity, 

Full  of  kindness  and  of  love  ; 
Then  will  Jesus  guide  your  footsteps 

To  a  blessed  world  above. 


H.  S.  D. 

The  following  Interesting  incident  has  given  rise  to  the  beautiful  song,  "A  Light  in  the  'WindoTr." 

A  boy,  at  the  age  of  twelve  years,  worked  otit  by  the  day  to  support  a  widowed  mother,  carryiug  home  his  earnings  at 
night.  "  One  night,"  he  says,  "  it  being  very  dark  and  muddy,  and  having  three  miles  to  travel,  and  a  heavy  bundle  to 
carry.  I  did  not  reach  home  until  late  ;  my  mother,  feeble  and  weary,  had  retired,  but  she  quickly  aroused  when  she  heard 
my  voice,  and  soon  met  me  at  the  door,  with  a  warm  kiss,  and  warmer  tears,  and  a  '  God  bless  you,  my  dear  boy.'  As  shs 
received  my  bundle,  she  exclaimed,  'After  this,  my  son,  I  'II  set  a  light  in  the  window  for  you  ; '  and,  true  to  her  word,  tho 
bright  light  in  the  window  appeared,  and  O!  how  it  cheered  my  heart  ever  after,  for  years.  Health  failing  me,  I  left 
home,  (after  my  brothers  could  help  mother,)  and  went  to  sea.  When  three  years  from  home,  and  on  the  Pacific  Ocean, 
my  mother  died  ;  but  just  before  she  expired,  she  said  to  those  around  her,  '  0  give  Edward  my  dying  blessing,  for  he  ba» 
been  a  good  boy.    Tell  him  I  have  gone  to  heaven,  and  I  will  set  a  light  in  the  window  for  him.'  " 


1.  There  's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee,    dear  brother.  There  's  a  light  in  tho  win  -  dow  for  thee; 

2.  There  's  a  crown,  and  a  robe,  and  a  palm,  dear  brother.  When  your  labors  have  ceas  -  ed    to      be, 

3.  O!    watch,   and    be    faithful  and  pray,   dear  brother.  All  your  journey  o'er   life's   troubled   sea; 
4i  Theu       on,       persevering       -  ly  on,     dear  brother,  Till  from  conflict  and  suf  -  fer  -  ing  free ; 


•#    1^    -j^  •*■       ^ 
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Our  mother  has  moved  to   man   -  sions  a  -  bove.        There  's  a  light  in  the     win 

For    Jesus   has  gone    to    prepare  you  a    liome,        "With       a  light,  etc. 

Though  affliction  assail  you,  and  storms  beat  severe.  There  's  a  light,  etc. 

Bright  angels  are  beckoning  you  over  the  stream.       There  's  a  light,  etc.  3 


A   man    -    sion  in      beaTen    we    - 


-    see,  we  see.      And  a  light  in      the    window,  window  for  thee. 


U       ALTO     ff 
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A  mar  lion,  a  mansion  in  heaven,  in  heaven  we  see,  we  see,    And  a  light  in  the  window,  in  the  window  for  thee, 

BASS,   ff 
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Til  ETM«iFMe.LIB  BI.MIB. 

by  WM.  B.  BEADBUET. 


Newly  Arranged  and  brought  within  an  easy  compass  for  Chorus  Singin 

SOLO,  OR  SEMICnOROS.  I»y        1^ 


1.  0  !        say,    can    you  see,     by  the  dawn's   early      light,  What  so  proudly  we  hailed      at  the 

2.  On  the  shore  dimly    seen  thro'  the  mists  of      the  deep.  Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread 

I — [-1 . — I — 0..\-\ 0 — 0-\-i i — kJ-l-s — » — »-U h — I — 
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twilight's  last  gleaming.  Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  thro'  the  perilous  fight.  O'er    the 
si  -  lence     re  -  po  -  ses,  What  is  that  which  the  breeze,   o'er  the  tow  -  er  -  ing  steep,  As        it 


p^Er=it=z^ 
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CHORDS. 
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ramparts  we  watched  were  so  gal  -  lant  -  ly  streaming?     And  the  rocket's     red  glare,    bombs 
fit     -     ful  -  ly  blows,  half  conceals,  half    dis  -  clo  -  ses  ?       Now  it     catches       the  gleam     of  the 


2;i^_ 
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FULL  CHORUS. 
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bursting       in    air,  Gave  proof  thro'  the  night  that  our  Flag  was  still  there  :  0  !     say,  does  that 
morning's  first  beam,  In  full  glory  reflect  -  ed,no\v  shines  in  the  stream  :  'T  is  the  star-sijaugled 
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Btar-spangled  banner      yet      wave,      O'er  the  land  of     the    free,    and  the  home 
banner,     0     long  may     it        wave,      O'er  the  land  of     tho    free,     and  the  home 


of  the  brave  ? 
of  the  brave. 
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S.  And  where  is  that  band,  who  so  vauntinp;!^  swore, 
That  the  havoc  of  war,  and  the  battle's  confusion, 
A  home  and  a  country  shnuld  leave  iis  no  more  ? 

Their  blood  has  washed  out  their  foul  footstep's  pollution. 
No  refuge  can  save  the  hireling  and  slave 
From  the  terror  of  flight,  or  tlie  gloom  of  the  grave  : 
Chorus. — And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave, 
4,  O  thus  be  it  ever  when  freemen  shall  stand 

Between  their  loved  home  and  the  war's  desolation  ! 
Blest  with  victory  and  peace,  may  tho  heaven-rescued  land 
Praise  the  power  that  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  nation  I 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just, 
And  this  be  our  motto — **  In  God  is  our  tru.^t !  " 
Chobus. — And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 
O'er  the  laud  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 
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1.  Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  |  hallowed  |  be  thy  ]  name : 

Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done  on  |  earth,  .  .  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven  ; 

2.  Give  us  this  |  day  our  |  daily  |  bread  ; 

And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  |  them  that  |  tres-  .  .  pass  a-  |  gainst  o»; 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  |  us  from  |  evil ; 

For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for-  |  ever.  |  A-  |  men. 


^    -f-   4. 


'Come  unto  roe,  all  ye  that  labor,  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." — Matt.  11 :  28. 


— r-4- 


1.  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around,  Life  seems  a  dark  and  {  stormy  |  sea;  |  Yet,  'midst  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound,  A  heft* 

venly  |  whisper,  |  "Come  to  |  me." 

2.  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest— It  tells  me  where  my  |  soul  may  |  flee ;  [  O !  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed.  How  sweeb 

the  ]  bidding,  j  "Come  to  |  me." 

3.  When  nature  shudders,  loth  to  part  From  all  I  love,  en-  |  joy,  and  I  see;  1  When  a  faint  chill  steals  o'er  my  heart,  A 

Bweet  voice  |  utters,  I  "  Come  to  I  me." 

4.  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die.  Earth  is  no  resting  I  place  for  I  thee  ;  ||  Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye,  I  am 

thy  I  portion,  I  "  Come  to  I  me." 
6.  O  voice  of  mercy !  voice  of  love  !  In  conflict,  grief,  and  |  ago-  I  ny,  |  Support  me,  cheer  me,  from  above  !  And  gently  | 
whisper,  I  "  Come  to  |  me," 


JERUSALEM.  MY  HAPPY  HOME. 

Tune  "  Lilly  Dale."     Key  B'j,.    C.  M. 

1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Name  ever  dear  to  me, 
"When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy  and  peace  and  thee? 

CHORUS. 

0  heaven,  sweet  heaven,  0  heaven  of  the 

blest, 
How  I  long  to  be  there, 
And  thy  glories  to  share. 
And  to  lean  on  Jesus'  breast. 

2  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know. 
Blest  seats,  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 

1  onward  press  to  you. 

Chorus. 

3  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  wo. 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I  've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Chorus. 

4  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home. 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee. 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

Chobus. 


Tune  "  Believer."     Key  D.     C.  M.    1 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds. 

In  a  believer's  ear  ; 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounda, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'T  is  "  manna  "  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  Name,  the  Eock  on  which  I  build. 

My  shield  and  hiding-place. 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 


I'M  GOING  HOME. 

Old  Tune.    Key  G.    L.  M. 

1  My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair. 
Nor  pain  nor  death  can  enter  there  ; 
Its  glittering  towers  the  sun  outshine — 
That  heavenly  mansion  shall  be  mine. 

CHORUS. 

I  'm  going  home,  I  'm  going  home, 
I  'm  going  home,  to  die  no  more  ; 
To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more, 
I  'm  going  home,  to  die  no  more. 
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2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky ; 
"When  from  this  earthly  prison  free, 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be. 

Chobus. 

3  While  here  a  stranger,  far  from  home, 
Affliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam, 
And  though,  like  Lazarus,  sick  and  poor, 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 

Choeus. 


TnNE  "  Toplady."     Key  Bj,.    Cth  P.  M. 

1  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  a  double  cure. 

Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know. 
This  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


01  HAPPY  PAY. 

Old  Tune.    Key  G.    L.  M. 

1  0  1  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Savior  and  my  God  ; 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 


Happy  day,  happy  day. 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away ; 

He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  live  rejoicing  every  day; 

Happy  day  I  happy  day ! 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

2  '  Tis  done,  the  great  transaction  's  done, 

I  am  the  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine ; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 
Chokus. 

3  Now  rest,  my  long  divided  heart. 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest. 
Nor  ever  from  the  Lord  depart. 
With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 
Chorus. 


I'M  A  PILGRIM. 

Tune  from  the  "  Dulcimer."    Key  6. 

1  I  'm  a  pilgrim  and  I'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night; 
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Do  not  detain  me,  for  I  am  going, 

To  where  the  streamlets  are  ever  flowing. 

CHOEUS. 

I  'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I  'ra  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

2  There  the  sunbeams  are  ever  shining, 

I  am  longing,  lam  longing  for  the  sight ; 
Within  a  country  unknown  and  dreary, 
I  have  been  wandering,  forlorn  and  weary. 
I  'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I  'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

3  Of  that  country  to  which  I'm  going. 
My  Redeemer,  my  Redeemer  is  the  light; 
There  is  no  sorrow,  nor  any  sighing, 
Nor  any  sinning,  nor  any  dying. 

I  'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I  'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 


A  PERFECT  HEART. 

TusE  "  Eoscoe."     Key  BU  Minor.    C.  M. 

1  0  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free, 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  shed  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne, 
"Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 


3  0  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean. 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart. 

Come  quickly  from  above. 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name,  of  Love. 


GODLY  SORROW  AT  THE  CROSS. 

TcNE  "  Koscoe."    Key  Bj;  Minor.    C.  M. 

1  Alas  !  and  did  my  Savior  bleed, 

And  did  ray  sov'reign  die. 
Did  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity,  grace  unknown. 
And  love  beyond  degree. 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 

And  shut  his  glories  in. 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  maker,  died. 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe. 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'T  is  all  that  I  can  do. 
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nUiniTY  AND  CONTRITION. 


TuKE  "  Penitence."     Key  B^.    12th  P.  M. 

1  Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye 

Call  back  a  wandering  sheep, 
False  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 

Would  fain,  like  Peter,  weep. 
Let  me  be  by  grace  restored, 

On  me  be  all  long  suffering  shown. 
Turn  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

2  Savior  Prince,  enthroned  above. 

Repentance  to  impart. 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love. 

The  humble,  contrite  heart. 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 

A  portion  of  thy  love  unknown  ; 
Turn  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

3  For  thine  own  compassion's  sake, 

The  gracious  wonder  show  ; 
Cast  mv  sins  behind  thy  back. 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow. 
If  thy  bowels  now  are  stirred, 

If  now  I  do  myself  bemoan, 
Turn  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


INVITATION  OF  CHRIST. 

Tune  "  Horton."     Key  A.    5th  P.  M. 

1  Come,  saith  Jesus'  sacred  voice. 

Come  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ; 


I  will  guide  yon  tc  your  homes, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  for  every  bleeding  wound, 
Peace,  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Kest,  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


THE  YOUNG  CONVERT. 

Tune  '  Abirling  Rest,"  from  the  "  Sha-vnn.' 
Key  7  C.    Ss  &  7  P.  M.  double. 

1  I  now  have  found  abiding  rest. 

For  which  I  long  waa  sighing  ; 
Now  on  my  Savior's  faithful  breast 

My  weary  head  is  lying. 
This  is  the  place  where  sin  no  more. 

Nor  death  and  hell  alarm  me ; 
I  now  am  safe,  by  Jesus'  power. 

From  all  that  else  would  harm  me. 

2  He  whispers  me,  I  'm  wholly  thine, 

And  thou  art  mine  forever; 
Henceforth  all  fear  and  doubt  resign. 

Confiding  in  thy  favor. 
Thy  every  want  shall  find  supply 

From  thy  exhaustless  treasure, 
I'll  fill  thy  spirit  with  my  joy, 

The  pledge  of  endless  pleasure. 


CHRISTIAN'S  GREETING. 

Old  Tune.    Key  G. 

1  Amen!     Amen!  my  soul  replies, 
I'm  bound  to  meet  you  in  the  skies^ 
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And  claim  my  mansion  there, 

And  claim  my  mansion  there. 

O  here  's  my  heart,  and  here  'b  my  hand, 

To  meet  you  in  that  heavenly  land, 

Where  we  shall  part  no  more. 

Where  we  shall  part  no  more. 

CHORDS. 

0  1  that  will  be  joyful,  joyful,  joyful  I 
0  I  that  will  be  joyful,  when  we  meet  to 

part  no  more, 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
'T  is  there  we  '11  meet,  at  Jesus'  feet, 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 


HEAVENLY  REST  ANTICIPATED. 

Tune  "  Prospect,"  from  the  "  Dulcimer.' 
Key  G.    CM. 

1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I  '11  bid  farewell  to  every  fear,'' 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage. 

And  fiery  darts  be  hurled, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 


4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest. 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

5  When  we  've  been  there  ten  thousand  years, 

Bright,  shining  as  the  sun, 
We  've  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise. 
Than  when  we  first  begun. 


THE  BROAD  ROAD. 

Tune  "  Windham."    Key  G  Minor.     L.  M. 

1  Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death. 

And  thousands  walk  together  there; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  traveler. 

2  Deny  thyself  and  take  thy  cross, 

Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command  ; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross, 
If  she  would  gain  that  heavenly  land. 


HITHERTO  HATH  THE  LORD  HELPED  US. 

TtJNE  "  Nettleton."     Key  E^.    9th  P.  M.  double. 

1  Come,  thou  fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 
Sung  by  liaming  tongues  above, 
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Praise  the  mount,  I  'm  fixed  upon  it, 
Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I  'm  come, 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure. 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesii3  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand 'ring  from  the  fold  of  God, 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

3  0  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 

\  Daily  I  'm  constrained  to  he  ; 

Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter. 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it. 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love, 
Here  's  my  heart,  0  take  and  seal  it, 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 


UNION  HYMN. 

Old  Tttne.    Key  A  Minor.    10th  P.  M.  single 

1  From  whence  doth  this  union  arise, 

That  hatred  is  conquered  by  love  ? 
It  fastens  our  souls  in  such  ties 
As  nature  and  time  can't  remove. 

2  My  friends  are  so  dear  unto  me, 

Our  hearts  are  united  in  love, 
"Where  Jesus  has  gone  we  shall  be. 
In  yonder  blast  mansions  above. 


3  0,  then  with  our  Jesus  we  '11  reign, 
And  all  his  bright  glory  shall  see ; 
We  '11  sing,  Hallelujah  1  Amen  I 
Amen,  even  so  let  it  be. 


CONTEMED,  BUT  PLEADING  THE  PROMISES. 

Tune  "  Windham."    Key  G  Minor. 

1  Show  pity,  Lord,  0  Lord,  forgive. 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live  ; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a.  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  can't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God  !  thy  nature  hath  no  bound. 
So  let  thy  pard'niug  love  be  found. 

3  0  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offenses  pain  my  eyes. 

4  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hov'ring  round  thy  word. 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there. 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 


THE  CONTRAST. 


Old  Tune.    Key  G.     10th  P.  M. 

1  How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours. 
When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see  j 
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Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet  flow- 
Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  nie.    [ers. 

The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim, 
The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay; 

But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 
December 's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

4  Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine, 

And  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song, 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine? 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  long  7 
0  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore, 
Or  take  me  unto  thee  on  high. 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 


WE'RE  HOMEWARD  BOUND. 

Old  Tune.    Key  A. 

1  Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride, 

We  're  homeward  bound  ; 
Tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  restless  tide, 

We  're  homeward  bound  ; 
Far  from  the  safe,  quiet  harbor  we  've  rode. 
Seeking  our  Father's  celestial  abode. 
Promise  of  which  on  us  each  he  bestowed. 

We  're  homeward  bound. 

2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars, 

We  're  homeward  bound  ; 
Look  1    j'onder  lies  the  bright,  heavenly 
shores. 
We  're  homeward  bound ; 


Steady  0  pilot  I  stand  firm  at  the  wheel. 
Steady,  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale ; 
0  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud,  creaking  sail, 
We  're  homeward  bound. 

3  Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  we  glide, 

We  're  homeward  bound  ; 
Softly  we  drift  on  its  bright,  silv'ry  tide. 

We  're  homeward  bound  ; 
Glory  to  God,  all  our  dangers  are  o'er. 
Safely  we  stand  on  the  radiant  shore. 
Glory  to  God  we  shall  shout  evermore. 

We  're  homeward  bound. 


THE  WANDERER  RECALLED, 

Tune  "  Salvation."     Key  G  Minor.     C.  M.  double. 

1  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

And  seek  thy  Father's  face  ; 
Those  warm  desires  which  in  thee  burn. 

Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 
Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

Thy  Savior  bids  thee  live  ; 
Come  to  his  cross,  and  grateful,  learn 

How  freely  he  '11  forgive. 

2  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

And  wipe  the  falling  tear, 
Thy  Father  calls,  no  longer  roam, 

'T  is  love  invites  thee  near. 
Return,  0  wanderer,  return. 

Regain  thy  long-sought  rest, 
The  Savior's  melting  mercies  yearu 

To  clasp  thee  to  his  breast. 
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TIME  SPEEDS  AWAY. 

Published  by  request  of  Kev.  F.  H.  WlLSON. 

1  Time  speeds  away,  away,  away; 
Another  hour,  another  day. 
Another  month,  another  year, 
Drops  like  the  leatlets,  dying  sear; 
Drops  like  the  life-blood  from  our  hearts ; 
The  rose  bloom  from  the  cheek  departs, 
The  tresses  from  the  temples  fall, 

The  eyes  grow  dim  and  strange  to  all. 

2  Time  speeds  away,  away,  away  ; 
Like  torrents  in  a  stormy  day, 
He  undermines  the  stately  tower. 
Uproots  the  tree,  and  plucks  the  flower ; 
He  sweeps  from  our  distracted  breasts 
The  friends  we  love,  the  friends  that  blest. 
And  leaves  us  weeping  on  the  shore 

To  which  they  can  return  no  more. 

3  Time  speeds  away,  away,  away  ; 
No  eagle  through  the  sky  of  day, 
No  wind  along  the  hills  can  flee 
So  swiftly  and  so  smooth  as  he. 
Like  fiery  steed,  from  stage  to  stage, 
He  bears  us  on,  from  youth  to  age, 
Then  plunges  in  the  fearful  sea 

Of  fathomless  eternity. 


Old  Tune.    Ts.    Key  C  Minor. 
1  Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord, 
'T  is  thy  Savior,  hear  his  word; 


Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee  ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me? 

2  I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 

And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound. 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon  ; 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done. 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ? 

4  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore — 

0,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more. 


CHRISTIAN'S  ENCOURAGEMENT. 

Published  by  request  of  ReT.  F.  H.  WiLSON. 

1  Ye  weary,  heavy-laden  souls,  who  are  op- 

pressed and  sore. 

Ye  travelers  through  the  wilderness,  to  Ca- 
naan's peaceful  shore. 

Through  chilling  winds,  and  beating  rains, 
and  waters  deep  and  cold. 

And  enemies  surrounding  you,  take  couraga 
and  be  bold. 

2  Tho'  storms  and  hurricanes  arise,  the  desert 

all  around, 
And  fiery  serpents  oft  appear,  through  the 
enchanted  ground. 
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Dark  nights,  and  clouds,  and  gloomy  fears, 

and  dragons  often  roar, 
But  while  we  hear  the  gospel  trump,  we  '11 

press  to  Canaan's  shore. 

5  I  'm  ofttimes  like  the  mournful  dove,  that 

mourns  her  absent  mate, 

From  hill  to  hill,  from  vale  to  vale,  her  sor- 
rows to  relate  ; 

But  Canaan's  land  is  just  before,  Bweet 
spring  is  coming  on, 

A  few  more  beating  winds  and  rains,  and 
winter  will  be  gone. 

4  Methinks  I  now  begin  to  see  the  borders 

of  that  land ; 
The  trees  of  life,  with  heavenly  fruit,  in 

beauteous  order  stand ; 
The  winter  time  is  past  and  gone — sweet 

Howers  doth  appear— 
The    fiftieth    year    has   rolled   around  the 

grand  Sabbatic  year. 

m 
b  0,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears  to  my  be- 
lieving eyes : 
Methinks  I  see  Jerusalem,  a  city  in  the 

skies  ; 
Bright  angels  whisper  me  away :   0,  come, 

my  brother,  come ; 
And  I  am  willing  to  be  gone  to  my  eternal 

home. 

6  Farewell,  my  brethren  in  the  Lord,  who 

are  for  Canaan  bound, 
And  should  we  never  meet  a^aiu  'till  the 
jubilee  trump  shall  sound,  i 


I  hope  that  I  shall  meet  you  there,  on  that 

delightful  shore. 
In  oceans  of  eternal  bliss,  where  parting  is 

no  more. 


ALL  IS  WELL. 

Old  Tune. 


What 's  this  that  steals, 
That  steals  upon  my  frame? 

Is  it  death?  is  it  death  ? 
That  soon  will  quench. 
Will  quench  this  vital  flame? 

Is  it  death  ?  is  it  death  ? 
If  this  be  death,  I  soon  shall  be 
From  every  pain  and  sorrow  free, 
I  shall  the  King  of  Glory  see; 

All  is  well ;  all  is  well. 
Weep  not,  my  friends, 
My  friends,  weep  not  for  me; 

All  is  well ;  all  is  well. 
My  sins  are  pardoned — 
Pardoned,  I  am  free ; 

All  is  well ;  all  is  well. 
There  's  not  a  cloud  that  doth  arise 
To  hide  my  Jesus  from  mine  eyes  ; 
I  soon  shall  mount  the  upper  skies  ; 

All  is  well;  all  is  well. 

Tune,  tune  your  harps, 

Your  harps,  ye  saints  in  glory: 

All  is  well ;  all  is  well. 
I  will  rehearse, 
Rehearse  the  pleasing  story : 

Ail  is  weii  i  ali  is  well. 
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Bright  angels  have  from  glory  come, 
They  're  round  my  bed,  they  're  in  my  room; 
They  wait  to  waft  my  spirit  home, 
All  is  well ;  all  is  well. 

4  Hail,  hail,  all  hail; 

All  hail,  ye  blood-washed  throng  I 

Saved  by  grace,  saved  by  grace ; 
I  've  come  to  join, 
To  join  your  rapturous  songs, 

Saved  by  grace,  s.aved  by  grace ! 
All,  all  is  peace  and  joy  divine. 
All  he<aven  and  glory  now  are  mine: 
Halleluiah  to  the  Lambl 

All  is  well;  all  is  well. 


WANDERING  PILGRIM. 

Old  Tune.     Key  B^. 

1  Come,  all  ye  wandering  pilgrims  dear, 

Who  're  bound  for  Canaan's  land. 
Take  courage,  and  ilght  valiantly, 

Stand  fast  with  sword  in  hand. 
Your  Captain  's  gone  before  you. 

Your  Father's  only  son  ; 
Then,  pilgrims  dear,  don't  let  us  fear, 

But  boldly  travel  on. 

2  We  've  a  dark,  howling  wilderness. 

To  Canaan's  peaceful  shore  ; 
The  lands  are  drought,  and  pits  and  snares. 

And  chilling  winds  do  roar. 
But  Jesus,  he  '11  go  with  us. 

And  guide  us  on  our  way ; 


If  enemies  examine  tis. 

He  '11  teach  us  what  to  say. 

Good  morning,  brother  traveler, 

Pray  tell  me  what's  your  name, 
And  where  is  it  you  're  going  to. 

Also,  from  whence  you  came? 
My  name  it  is  Bold  Pilgrim, 

To  Canaan  I'm  bound  ; 
I  'm  from  that  howling  wilderness. 

To  the  enchanted  ground. 

Pray,  what  is  that  upon  your  head, 

That  shines  so  clear  and  bright  ? 
Likewise  the  covering  of  your  breast. 

That's  dazzling  to  my  sight? 
What  kind  of  shoes  are  those  you  wear, 

On  which  you  boldly  stand  ; 
And  what's  that  shining  instrument 

You  wave  in  your  right  hand  ? 
'T  is  glorious  hope  upon  my  head, 

And  on  my  breast  my  shield  ; 
With  this  bright  sword  I  mean  to  fight 

Until  I  win  the  Held. 
My  feet  are  shod  with  gospel  peace. 

On  which  I  boldly  stand, 
And  iight  I  will  until  I  die — 

I  'U  win  fair  Canaan  land. 

You  'd  better  stay  with  me.  Pilgrim, 

And  give  your  journey  o'er  ; 
Your  Captain  he  is  out  of  sight. 

His  face  you  '11  see  no  more. 
My  name  it  is  Apollyon, 

This  land  belongs  to  me  ; 
And  for  your  arms  and  pilgrim's  drcM^ 

I  '11  give  it  all  to  thee. 
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f  Mistaken  friend,  the  Pilgrim  said, 

Your  offer  I  disdain  ; 
A  glittering  crown  of  glory  I 

Shall  shortly  there  obtain. 
If  I  but  hold  out  faithfully, 

To  my  dear  Lord's  command, 
I  '11  jointly  there  be  with  an  heir 

Of  Canaan's  richest  land. 


Old  Tune.     Key  G  Minor. 

1  Depart,  ye  cursed,  down  to  hell. 
From  all  my  saints  to  bid  farewell, 

Never  to  see  my  face. 
My  calls  of  love  you  have  withstood. 
And  trampled  on  my  precious  blood, 

And  spurned  at  offered  grace. 

2  See,  parents  and  their  children  part : 
Some  shout  for  joy,  some  bleed  at  heart — 

Kever  to  meet  again. 
In  fiery  chariot  Zion  flies. 
And  quickly  gains  the  upper  skies, 

On  Canaan's  dazzling  plains. 

S  My  soul  is  striving  to  he  there ; 
I  long  to  rise  and  wing  the  air. 

And  trace  the  sacred  road. 
Adieu,  adieu,  all  mortal  things! 
0,  that  I  had  an  angel's  wings, 

I  'd  quickly  see  my  God. 


4  Fh',  gracious  moment,  fly,  0,  fly; 
I  thirst,  I  pant,  I  long,  I  try. 

Angelic  joys  to  prove. 
Soon  I  shall  quit  this  house  of  clay. 
Clap  my  glad  wings,  and  soar  away. 

And  shout  redeeming  love. 


PROSPECT  JOYOUS. 

Old  Tune.     Key  F  Minor. 

1  And  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 

And  let  it  faint  or  die ; 
My  soul  shall  quit  this  mournful  vale, 

And  soar  to  worlds  on  high  : 
Shall  join  the  disembodied  saints, 

And  find  its  long-sought  rest, — 
That  only  bliss  for  which  it  pants,' 

In  the  Redeemer's  breast. 

2  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown. 

The  cross  I  now  sustain. 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down. 

And  smile  at  toil  and  pain  : 
I  sutler  on  my  threescore  years. 

Till  my  Deliverer  come. 
And  wipes  away  his  servant's  tears. 

And  takes  his  exile  home. 

3  0  what  are  all  my  sufferings  here, 

If,  Lord,  thou  count  me  meet 
With  that  enraptured  host  t' appear. 

And  worship  at  thy  feet ! 
Give  joy  or  grief,  give  ease  or  pain, 

Take  life  or  friends  away. 
But  let  me  find  my  friends  again 

In  that  eternal  day. 
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YOUNG  CONVERT'S  JOY, 

Old  Tune.    Key  B^. 

1  0  how  happy  are  they, 
Who  their  Savior  obey, 

And  have  laid  up  their  treasure  above; 
Tongue  can  never  express 
The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 

Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine, 
When  the  favor  divine 

I  first  found  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  j 
When  my  heart  did  believe, 
What  a  joy  I  received  1 

What  a  heaven  in  Jesus'  name! 

3  'T  was  a  heaven  below, 
My  Redeemer  to  know. 

And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more. 
Than  to  fall  at  his  feet, 
And  the  story  repeat. 

And  the  lover  of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jesus  all  the  day  long 
Was  my  joy  and  my  song  : 

0  that  all  his  salvation  might  see; 
He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried, 
He  hath  sufi'ered  and  died. 

To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me. 


CRY  TO  HEATHEN. 

Old  Tune.    Key  E. 
1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 
From  India's  coral  strand; 
"Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 
EoU  down  their  golden  sand  j 


From  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  palmy  plain, 

They  call  us  to  deliver 
Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes. 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation  ! — 0  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


PARTING  HYMN. 

Tune  "  Unity,"  from  "  Psaltery."    Key  E{> 

1  When  shall  we  meet  again, 
Meet  ne'er  to  sever? 
When  will  peace  wreath  her  chain 

Round  us  forever  ? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose, 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows, 
la  this  dark  vale  of  woes, 

IT  ever  I  no  never  I 
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2  "When  will  love  freely  flow, 

Pure  as  life's  river? 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow, 

Changeless  forever  ? 
"Where  joys  celestial  thrill, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill. 
And  fears  of  parting  chill 

Never  1  no  never  I 

3  Up  to  that  world  of  light 

Take  us,  dear  Savior; 
May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  forever ; 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell. 
There  may  our  music  swell. 
And  time  our  joys  dispel 

Never  I  no  never  I 

4  Soon  shall  we  meet  again, 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever  ; 
Soon  will  peace  wreath  her  chain 

Round  us  forever; 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose. 
Secure  from  worldly  woes, 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close 
Never  I  no  never  I 


LEAD  ME  TO  THE  BOCK. 

In  seasons  of  grief  to  my  God  I'll  repair, 
When  my  heart  is  o'erwhelmed  with  sorrows 

and  care, 
From  the  ends  of  the  earth  to  thee  will  I  cry, 
Lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I, 
0  lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 


2  And  when  I  have  ended  my  pilgrimage  here. 
In  Jesus'  pure  righteousness  let  me  appear. 
In  the  swellings  of  Jordan  on  thee  I  '11  rely, 
And  look  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

3  And  when  the  last  trumpet  shall  sound 

through  the  skies, 
When  the  dead  from  the  dust  of  the  earth 

shall  arise, 
With  millions  I  '11  join  far  above  yonder  sky. 
To  praise  the  dear  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 


Tune  from  "  M.  E.  Hymn  and  Tune  Book."    Key  O. 

1  How  happy  every  child  of  grace. 

Who  knows  his  sins  forgiven  1 
This  earth,  he  cries,  is  not  my  place.; 

I  seek  my  place  in  heaven  : 
A  country  far  from  mortal  sight. 

Yet,  0,  by  faith  I  see  ; 
The  land  of  rest,  the  saints'  delight,— 

The  heaven  prepared  for  me. 

2  0  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours  I 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay. 
We  more  than  taste  the  heavenly  powers, 

And  ante-date  that  day  : 
We  feel  the  resurrection  near, — 

Our  life  in  Christ  concealed, — • 
And  with  his  glorious  presence  here 

Our  earthen  vessels  filled. 
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UmX  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD  LEAD  US. 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  VV.  B.  BaADBUBT, 

1  Savior,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tenderost  earej 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 
For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

2  We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us. 

Be  the  Guardian  of  our  way  ; 
Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Hear  young  children  when  they  pray. 

3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  bej 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Let  us  early  turn  to  thee. 

4  Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor, 

Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Savior. 
With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fiU. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  stiU. 


"HOW  SWEET  IS  THE  SABBATH  TO  ME." 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Beadbdkt. 
1  How  sweet  is  the  Sabbath  to  me. 
The  day  when  the  Savior  arose; 
'Tis  heaven  his  beauties  to  see, 
And  in  his  soft  arms  to  repose; 


He  knows  I  am  weak  and  defiled. 
My  life  is  but  empty  and  vain  : 

But  if  he  will  make  me  his  child, 
I  '11  never  forsake  him  again. 

2  This  day  he  invites  me  to  come, 

How  kindly  he  bids  me  draw  near  I 
He  offers  me  heaven  for  home. 

And  wipes  off  the  penitent  tear: 
He  offers  to  pardon  my  sin. 

And  keep  me  from  every  snare. 
To  sprinkle  and  cleanse  me  within. 

And  show  me  his  tenderest  care. 

3  I  can  not,  I  must  not  refuse  ; 

His  goodness  has  conquered  my  heart; 
The  Lord  for  my  portion  I  choose. 

And  bid  all  of  my  folly  depart. 
How  sweet  is  the  Sabbath  to  me. 

The  day  my  Redeemer  arose  ! 
'T  is  heaven  his  beauties  to  see, 

And  in  his  soft  arms  to  repose. 


A  HOME  BEYOND  THE  TIDE. 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Bbadbxtbt. 
Words  by  C.  Dunbar. 

1  We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing. 

Homeward  bound,  we  sweetly  glide; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing. 
To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 

All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over. 

Then  we'll  anchor  in  the  harbor  J 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing. 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide; 

We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing. 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 
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2  Millions  now  arc  safely  landed 
Over  on  the  golden  shore  ; 
Millions  more  are  on  their  journey,   , 
Yet  there  's  room  for  millions  more. 
All  the  storms,  etc. 

S  Come  on  board,  0 1  "  ship  "  for  glory, 
Be  in  haste — make  up  your  mindl 
For  our  vessel 's  vveighing  anchor, 
You  will  soon  be  left  behind  1 
All  the  storms,  etc. 

4  You  have  kindred  over  yonder, 

On  that  bright  and  happy  shore, 
By-and-by  we  '11  swell  the  number, 
When  the  toils  of  life  are  o'er. 
All  the  storms,  etc. 

5  Spread  your  sails,  while  heavenly  breezes 

Gently  waft  our  vessel  on  ; 
All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing — 
Free  salvation  is  the  song. 
All  the  storms,  etc. 

6  When  we  all  are  safely  anchored. 

We  will  shout — our  trials  o'er  I 
We  will  walk  about  the  city, 
And  we  '11  sing  for  evermore. 
All  the  storms,  etc. 


"NEVER  LATE." 

From  "  Oriolii,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Bradbukt. 
1  I  '11  awake  at  dawn  on  the  Sabbath  day. 
For  't  is  wrong  to  doze  holy  time  away ; 
With  my  lessons  learned,  this  shall  be  my 

rule — 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school. 


2  Birds  awake  betimes;  every  morn  they  sing; 
None  are  tardy  there,  when  the  woods  do 

ring; 
So  when  Sunday  comes,  this  shall  be  my 

rule — 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school. 

3  When  the  summer's  sun  wakes  the  flowers 

again. 
They  the  call  obey — none  are  tardy  then; 
Nor  Thrill  I  forget  that  it  is  my  rule 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school. 

4  But  these  Sabbath  days  will  soon  be  o'er, 
And  these  happy  hours  shall  return  no  more; 
Then  I  '11  ne'er  regret  that  it  was  my  rule 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Beadeuet.  ' 

1  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation, 

To  the  aged  and  the  young ; 
Till  the  precious  invitation 

Waken  every  heart  and  tongue. 

CHORUS. 

Send  the  sound  the  earth  around. 

From  the  rising  to  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

Till  each  gath'ring  crowd 

Shall  proclaim  aloud, 

The  glorious  work  is  done. 

2  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

O'er  the  prairies  of  the  West ; 
Till  each  gath'riug  congregation 
With  the  gospel  sound  is  blest. 
Chorus. — Send  the  sound,  etc. 
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3  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation, 

Mingling  with  the  ocean's  roar; 
Till  the  ships  of  every  nation 
Bear  the  news  from  shore  to  shore. 
Chorus. — Send  the  sound,  etc. 

4  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

O'er  the  islands  of  the  sea; 
Till,  in  humble  adoration, 

All  to  Christ  shall  bow  the  knee. 
Chorus. — Send  the  sound,  etc. 


BEAUTIFUL  ZION. 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Beadbcet. 

1  Beautiful  Zion,  built  above. 
Beautiful  city  that  I  love, 
Beautiful  gates  of  pearly  white, 
Beautiful  temple — God  its  light. 

2  Beautiful  heaven,  where  all  is  light, 
Beautiful  angels,  clothed  in  white. 
Beautiful  strains,  that  never  tire, 
Beautiful  harps  through  all  the  choir. 

3  Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow. 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  show. 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear. 
Beautiful  all  who  enter  there. 

4  Beautiful  throne  of  Christ  our  King, 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing; 
Beautiful  rest,  all  wanderings  cease, 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace. 


THE  BRIGHT  mm. 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Beadbubt. 

1  Ye  valiant  soldiers  of  the  cross. 

Ye  happy,  praying  band. 
Though  in  this  world  you  suffer  loss. 
You  '11  reach  fair  Canaan's  land. 

CHORUS. 

Let  us  never  mind  the  scoff's  nor  the  frowna 
of  the  world. 
For  we  've  all  got  the  cross  to  bear. 
It  will  only  make  the  crown  the  brighter  to 
shine. 
When  we  have  the  crown  to  wear 

2  All  earthly  pleasures  we  '11  forsake. 

When  heaven  appears  in  view. 
In  Jesus'  strength  we  '11  undertake 
To  fight  our  passage  through. 
Chorus. — Let  us  never,  etc. 

3  0  what  a  glorious  shout  there  '11  be, 

When  we  arrive  at  home,  \ 

Our  friends  and  Jesus  we  shall  see. 
And  God  shall  say,  "  Well  done." 
Chorus. — Let  us  never,  etc. 


THERE  IS  SWEET  REST  IN  HEAVEN. 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Beadbubt, 

1  Come,  schoolmates,  don't  grow  weary. 
But  let  us  journey  on, 
The  moments  will  not  tarry. 
This  life  will  soon  be  gone. 
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The  passing  scenes  all  tell  us 
That  death  will  surely  come, 

These  bodies  soon  will  molder 
In  the  dark  and  dreary  tomb. 

CHORUS. 

There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven. 

There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven, 

There  is  sweet  rest, 

There  is  sweet  rest, 

There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven. 

2  Our  friends  have  gone  before  us, 

They  beclcon  us  away  -, 
We  never  more  shall  see  them 

Till  the  fearful  judgment  day. 
But  we've  'listed  in  the  army, 

We've  'listed  for  the  war, 
We  will  fight  until  we  conquer, 

By  faith  and  humble  prayer. — Choeus. 

3  Our  Captain  's  gone  before  us. 

He  bids  us  all  to  come  ; 
High  up  in  endless  glory. 

He  has  fitted  up  our  home. 
The  world,  and  flesh,  and  Satan, 

Will  strive  to  hedge  our  way, 
But  we  '11  o'ercome  their  powers 

If  we  only  watch  and  pray. — Chorus 

4  And  Jesus  will  be  with  us. 

E'en  to  our  journey's  end  ; 
In  every  sore  affliction. 

He  is  "  present  help  "  to  lend. 
He  never  will  grow  weary, 

Though  often  we  request ; 
"  He  will  give  us  grace  to  conquer. 

And  take  us  home  to  rest." — Chorus. 


5  Then  glory  he  to  Jesus, 

Who  bought  us  with  his  blood; 
And  glory  be  to  Jesus, 

Who  gives  us  every  good. 
And  glory  be  to  Jesus, 

Who  will  keep  us  to  the  end. 
All  glory  be  to  Jesus, 

The  sinner's  only  Friend. — Chorus. 


LET  US  WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT, 

From  "  Oriola,"  by  permission  of  W.  B.  Bradbubt. 

1  'T  is  religion  that  can  give — 

In  the  light,  in  the  light  : 
Sweetest  pleasure  while  we  live — 

In  the  light  of  God. 
'T  is  religion  must  supply — • 

In  the  light,  in  the  light: 
Solid  comfort  when  we  die — 

In  the  light  of  God. 

CHORUS. 

Let  us  walk  in  the  light, 
In  the  light,  in  the  light; 
Let  us  walk  in  the  light, 
In  the  light  of  God. 

2  After  death  its  joys  shall  be^ 
In  the  light,  in  the  light: 
Lasting  as  eternity — 
In  the  light  of  God. 
Be  the  living  God  my  Friend — • 

In  the  light,  in  the  light : 
Then  my  bliss  shall  never  end- 
In  the  light  of  God. 
Chorus. — Let  us  walk,  etc. 
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SEWING  MACHINE  SONG.    Music  on  outside  cover  page. 


1  A  Bong  for  the  wonderful  champion  of  art, 
Whose  magical  needles  fly  swift  as  the  dart; 
locking  the  etitches  swift  as  the  light, 
Bapid  the  seams  speed  away  in  their  fliRht. 

Click,  click,  click,  click,  click,  champion  of  art, 
Wheeler  and  Wilaon,  three  cheers  ere  we  part. 

2  In  the  dim,  chilly  chamber,  as  midnight  drew  near, 
Where  the  pale,  weary  seamstress,  sat  stitching  with  fear, 
Lest  her  time  speeds  away,  and  the  dawn  of  the  light, 
Should  find  her  behind  with  her  hard-earueJ  mite, 

Click,  click,  click,  click,  now  the  fairy  machine, 
QiT«s  iua«  for  swe«t  rest,  and  r«warde  of  a  ^ue«n. 


3  When  the  tocsin  of  war  sounded  loud  through  the  land. 
And  men  rushed  to  arms  at  a  single  command  ; 

Then  sewing  machines  were  a  wondrous  power, 
For  the  army  was  clothed,  by  their  aid,  in  an  hour. 

Click,  click,  click,  click,  click,  flee,  traitorous  horde, 
Tor  thousands  are  wielding  the  needle  and  Bword. 

4  Now  honor,  high  honor  to  him  who  designed 

A  machine  that  confers  so  much  good  on  mankind  ; 
Click,  click,  click,  now  the  work  is  complete, 
And  the  hem.  stitch,  and  seam  are  all  perfect  and  neat. 
Click,  click,  click,  click,  click,  champion  of  art, 
Wbe«l«r  and  Wilson,  thr«e  elieere  ere  we  part. 
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